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| {ELLE 


ing Favours which the Town have 
> fſhewn this Piece; yet they muſt give me 


huſh'd, quite 

ſtifled in my Fears, till I had | 
Fortune, by publiſhing your Approbation of it: 
An Advantage, which, as it will confirm my Friends 
in their favourable Opinion, fo it muſt, in ſome 
meaſure, qualify the Severity of the Malicious. 
After this Declaration, let the World imagine, how 
difficult it is for me, not to launch into your Cha- 
rater: But fince your Candour and Depth of Judg- 
ment, are my chief Protection, I am loth to dis- 
compoſe you, by an ungrateful Repetition of thoſe 
Virtues, which only pleaſe you in the Practice: 
The World as little wants the Knowledge of em, 
as you deſire the Recital. 
5 A 2 Tis 


leave to own, that even my Vanity lay 


The Dedication. 

"Tis your Hapineſs, S 1 x, that your Fortune has 
fix'd you above the need of Praiſe, or Friends, yet 
both are equally unavoidable : For even to your So- 
litude, Praiſe will follow you, and grows fonder of 
you for your Coldneſs; ſhe loves you for your Choice 
of Pleaſures, thoſe noble Pleaſures of a ſweet Re- 
tirement, from which nothing but the Conſideration 
of your Country's Weal can draw you. 

But as no Man can properly be made a Patron, 
whoſe Virtues have not in ſome fort qualified him 
for ſuch a Care: So, Str, it is ſufficient for me, 
that your Life and Converſation are the beſt Heralds 
of your Power, and my Safety. 

Here, Sin, I muſt beg Leave to clear my ſelf from 
what the ill Wiſhes of fome would have the World 
believe, that what | now offer you, is ſpurious, and 
not the Product of my own Labour. And tho? L 
am pleas' d that this Report ſeems to allow it ſome 
Beauties, yet I am ſorry it has made a Diſcovery of 
ſome Perſons, who think me worth their Malice. 
This DepicaTicN were little better than an Af. 
tront, unleſs I cou'd with all Sincerity aſſure you, SIR, 
that the Fable is entirely, my own ; nor is there a 
Line or Thought throughout the whole, for which I 
am wittingly obliged either to the Dead or Living : 
For I cou*'d no more be plcas'd with a ſtoln Repu- 
tation, than with a Miſtreſe, who yielded only upon 
the Interee ſſion of my Friend. It ſatisfies me, Six, 
that you believe it mine ; and I hope, what others 
ſay to the contrary, is rather owing to an unreaſo- 
nable Diſguſt, than their real Opinion. I am not ig - 
norant of thuſe Overſights I have committed, nor 
have the diſſecting Criticks much. diſcourag'd me: 
For *tis their Diverſion to find Fault; and to have 
none, is to them an unpardonable Diſappointment: 

no Man can expect to go free, while they don't ſpare 
one another. But as I write not in Defiance of their 


Cenlure, 


The Dedication. 


Cenſure, ſo after havin? diverted you, Str, I ſhall 
not trouble them witha Preface. Had it not ſucceed- 
ed, I ſhould have had Modeſty enough toimpute it to 
my own want of Merit: For certainly the Town can 
take no Pleaſure in deſcrying any Man's Labours, 
when tis their Intereſt to encourage em. Every 
Gueſt is the beſt Judge of his own Palate ; and a 
Poet ought no more to impoſe good Senſe upon the 
Galleries,thandull Farce upon the undiſputed Judges. 
I firſt conſider d who my Gueſts were, before I pre; 
pared my Entertainment: And therefore I ſhall only 
add this, as a general Anſwer to all Objections, that 
it has every way exceeded mine, and hitherto has not 
wrong'd the Houſe's Expectation: That Mr. Sc. 
thern's Good - nature {whoſe own Works beſt recom- 
mend his Judgment) engaged his Reputation for the 
Sue-efs ; which its Reception, and your Approba- 
tion, SI R, has ſince redeem'u to the intite Satisfac- 
tion of, e 


PROLOGUE, 
By 4 FRIEND. 


Spoken by Mr. VERBRUGGEN. 


| IT bears ſo thin a Crop, this duller Age, 
We're forc'd to glean it from the barren Stage 
Ten Players fledg'd by nobler Pens, take wing | 
Themfehucs, and their oxen rude Cempeſures feng, 
| Nor need our Young-One dread a ſhipwreck here: 
WF ho trades werthout a Stock, has naught to fear. 
Ir ev'ry Smile of yours a Prize he draxs 
And if you damn him he's but where he was. 
Tit <uhere's the Reaſon for the critick Cætar, | 


With killing Blaſts, like Winter to purſue 

The tender Plant that ripens but for yeu ? | 

Nature in all ber Works requires time; 

Kindne/s, and Years, tis makes the Virgin climb, 

And ſhoot, and haſten to the eæpected Prime; | 

Lind then. if untaught Fancy fail to pleaſe, | 

F inſiru# the willing Pupil by degrees ; _ 
| By gentle Leſſons you your Joys improve, 

And mould her awkard Paſfion into . | 

Ew'n Folly has its growth : Fero Fools are made; { 

Ten drudge and feat for t, as it were a Trade. | 

"Tis half the Labcur of your trifling Age, 5 | 

To faſhion you fit ſubjefs for the Stage. 2 

Well! If our Author fail to draw you like ; : 

bn the firſt Draught you're not t expet# Vandyke. | 

What tho' no Maſter-firoke in this appears, | ; 

Ter ſome may Features find reſembling theirs, | 

Nor do the bad alone bis Colours Hare: | c 0 


Neglected Virtue is at leaft fewn fair, 
And that's enough e Conſcience for a Play'r. | 
But if you'd have him take a bolder Flight, | 
And draw your Pictures by a truer Light, | | 
You muſt yuorſekues, by Follies yet vn, 
Inſpire his Pencil, and divert the Town. 

Nor judge hy this, his Genius at a ſtand; 

For time, that makes neu Fools, may mend his Hand. 
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EPILOGUE, 
Spoken by Miſs Chose, (who ſung Cuy1.) 


O V. Gallants, for the Author. Firft, To you 

Kind City-Gentlemen ot middle Ron ; 

There's not a Cuckold made in all his Play. 

Nay, you muſt own, if you believe your Eyes, 

He dranvs his Pen againſt your Enenzes : 

Fer he declares, to-day, be merely flrirves 

| To man the Beaux —— becauſe they maul your Wives. 
Now, Sirs, To jou whoſe ſole Religion's Drinking, 

boring, Roaring, without the Pain of Thinking, 

He fears he's made a Fault you'll ne'er forgive, 

4 Crime beyond the Hages of @ Repriev : 

Hu hene Rake forego the Foys of Life ! 

His Wheres, and Wine ! t embrace a dull chaſte Wife ; 

Such out-of-faſbion Stuff ! But then again, 

He's lewd for above four Act, Gentlemen! 

For faith, he knew, when once be d cbang d his Fortune, 

And reform'd his Vice, 'twas time—to drop the Curtain. 

Four As for your coarſe Palates wvere defign'd, q 


But then the Ladies Taſte is more refin'd, 

They, for Amanda's Sake, will fare be hind. 

Can you refift the pleading God of Love ! 

in vain my Pray'rs the ather Sex purſue, . 
Unleſs your congu ring Smiles their ffubburn Hearts ſubdue. 


A 4 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ a 
7 Re. 


Sir Will. Wiſewxd. A rich old Gen. 


that fancies himſelf a great ; Mr. 7e. 


tleman, 
Maſter of his Paſſion, which he only 
is in trivial Matters. | 
Loveleſs. Of a debauch'd Life, grew . 
weary of his Wife in fix Months ; 
left her, and the Town, for Debt 
he did not care to pay ; and having y Mr. Wilks. 
ſpent the laſt part of his Eſtate be- FIN 
yond Sea, returns to Exgland i ina 
Sir N Coxcomb that 
ovelty Faſhion. A 
* al Foppery. | Calder. 
{der Worthy. A ſober Gentleman, 
» fair bine in love with Hillaia Por Williams 
Young Worthy. His Brother, of a looſer 
Temper, Lover to 3 zu. . 


Snap. Servant to Love Mr. Cibber. jun. 

Sly. Servant to Young . Mr. Miller. 

A Lawyer. Mr. Roſes. 
WOMEN. 


Anende. A Women of firift Vietue, 


1 by him. 

arciſſa. Daughter to Sir Villian 

Wiſewoed, a Fortune. In rs. Tbur mond. 

Flareit. A kept Miſtreſs of Sir hn. voy 
wveity's 

Woman to Amanda. , 

Maid to Flareit. 

Sexvants, &c. 


The SCENE, Leas. 


Tate Lov young ad Mm Porter. bs 


-» 


Love's Laſt Shift; 


on, 
The Fool in Faſhion. 
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Sdeath, what Bully's this! Sir, your Pardon, 


I don't know you ! 


Miſtreſs. 
T. Wor. 


little out of Repairs at pre- 
of honeſt Ned Lowele/s. 


Will, lam a 


Love. 
ſent : But I am 


all that's 


Y. Wor. Loveleſs 


d! What means this Me- 


| Iam amaz 


glad to find thee 


aith, Ned, 1 am 


——t 


long haſt thou 


& the living, however—-How 
in 


tamorphoſis 
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12 Lov *s Laſt Shift ; Or. 
go and rifle her of what ſhe has. [ Aſide.) Ves, faith, 
was at her Burial, and faw her take of her 
loug Home, and am ſorry to tell you, Ned, ſhe died 
with Grief : your wild Courſes broke her Heart. 
Love. Why, faith ! ſhe was a end Fool, that's 
the truth on't; Well! reſt her Soul, *' © 


Snap. Now, Sir, you are a fingte Man indeed, for | 


you have neither Wife nor Eſtate. 
Y. Wor. But how haſt thou i 'd thy Money be- 
yond Sea? What haſt thou brought over ? 
Love. Oh, a great deal of Experience. 
Y. Wor. And no Money? 


Belly can 


; I had! 


{O Lond, he dow 


cial 


Oh, Si 

Pm engag d upon 

Meal's Meat for you. 

Snap. Bleſs my Eye- 
Whore ) 
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16 Lover's Laſt Shift; Or 
The te thee: 


For by the help of Wine, Love gains bis Engs. [Exeunt. 
Enter Elder Worthy with 4 Letter. 

El. Wor. How hard it is to find that Happineſs which 
| ſhort f ghted Paſſions hope from Woman! 'tis not 
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| "how to him 2 Worthy. 
Y. Wor. Morrow, Brother, [ſeeing the l 
is your Fir return'd again ? What Beau's 


a Play or Novel to her? Or 
nh wen Boe? Conc, come, i 

aſtly W ſhe in your Quiet, that 
may know how much Claret to preſcribe you. 

EI. War. I have my wound and cure from the ſame 
Perſon, I'll are you ; the one from Hilleria's Wit and 
Beauty, and the other from her Pride and Vanity. 

Y. Wor. That's what I cou'd ne'er yet find her guilty 
of : are you angry at her loving you ? 
nerd. e Oe Sen 


ih, 


great Proof on't laſt 
Night here in the Park, by faſtning on a Fool, and ca- 


reſing him 
_ eaſily a 


_— 

. Wor. What ! warrant, interrupted you in 
6 rissen 
you 


ol 


— 


him before my Face, when ſhe might have fo 
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Ars Won py 


- The Fool in Faſhion. W I, 


you were preaching to her. But, prithee, who was 
the Fool ſhe faſten'd upon ? 
El. War. One that Heaven intended for a Man; but 


and is ever reviving ſome 
piece of Foppery ; and 


have ſaid enough to tell me his Name 


E!. Wor. Not enough to believe I am no Fool. 
J. Wor, She has Wit. 

El. Ver. Not enough to deceive me. 

. Wor. Why then you are happy, if ſhe can't de- 


EL - Mir, Yet ſhe has Folly to endeavour it: 
I'll ce her no more, and this ſhall tell her ſo. : 
T. For. Which in an Hour's time you'll repent, as 
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The Fool in Faſhion. 19 

Wiſhes. But, methinks, the Death of a rich old Un- 
cle ſhould be a Cordial to your Sorrows. : 

Am. That adds to 'em ; for he was the only Relation 
] had left, and was as tender of me as the neareſt! He 
was a Father to me. 

Hil. He was better than ſome Fathers to you; for 
he died juſt when you had occaſion for his Eltate. 

Nar. 1 have an old Father, and the Duce take me, I 
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20 Loves Laſt Shift ;, Or, 


Am. He puts me in mind of a Man too like him ; 


one that had Beauty, Wit, and Falſhood ! 

Nar. You have hit ſome part of his Character, I 
muſt confeſs, Madam; but as to his Truth, I'm fure 
he loves only me. 

An. I don't doubt but he tells you ſo, nay, and ſwears 
It too. | 

War. O Lord! Madam, I hope I may without Va- 
nity believe him. | 

Am. But you will hard'y, withouc Magick, fecure him. 

Nar. I ſhall uſe no Spells or Charms but this poor 
Face, Madam. 

Am. And your Fortune, Madam. es 

Nay. (Senſeleſs Malice) [.{fe.] I know he'd marry 
me without a Groat. | | 

Am. Then he's not the Man I take him for ? 

ar. Why, pray what do you take him for ? 
An. A wild young Fellow, that loves every thing he ſees. 
Nar. He never los d you yet. [Peevifhly. 


Am. 1 hope, Madam, he never ſaw any thing in me 


to encourage him. 


weak T 
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. ly give you Joy of his 


The Fool in Faſhion. 21 

Y. ,. Faith, Madam, I have News for you 2 
and private News two ; but that of the greateſt C 
quence, is with this Lady. Your Pardon, Ladies : u 
whiſper with you all, one after another. 

Mar. Come, Couſin, will you walk? the Gentleman 
2-3 3 44 fo polnively 

Hil. Why y. [ 't you 
love Mr. rel, but I vow, this looks very like Jealouſy. 

Var. Piſh! Lord! Hillaria, you are in a very odd 
Humour to day. But to let you ſee I have no ſuch 
hts about me, I'll wait as unconcern'd as 
your ſelf: (I ll rattle him.) LA. 

Au. Not unpleaſing, ſay you? Pray, Sir, Ne 
ſelf, for I have long deſpair d of welcome News. 

L. Wor. Then, in a word, Madam. a of wry agg 
Loweleſs, is in Town, and has been theſe three Days; I 
parted with him an Hour ago. 

Am In Town! you amaze me! for Heav'ns fake go on. 

Y. War. Faith, Madam, ltaly, and thoſe 
Parts have furniſhed him with nothing but an Improve- 
ment of that Lewdneſs he ca 4 over, [ can't proper- 
: Beſides, he is ſo very 
poor, r 
Country. And when I confirm d being dead, he 
only ſhook his head, and call'd you good-natur'd Fool, 
or to that effect; nay, tho' I told tum his Unkindneſs 
broke your Heart. 

am. Barbarous Man! not ſhed a Tear upon my 
Grave? But why did you tell him I was dead ? E 

Y. War. Becauſe, Madam, I you had no mind 
to have your Houſe plunder'd, and for another Reaſon, 
which if you dare liſten to me, perhaps you'll not diſ · 
like: In a word, tis ſuch a „that will either 


make him aſham'd of his Folly, or in love with your 


Virtue. 
Am. Can there be a Hope, when een my Death 


cou d not move him to a relenting Sigh ? Yer, pray in- 


ſtruct me, Sir. 
n , Madam, twas not above four or 
onths after you were marry'd, ad ard wang, naps. 
Huſbands do) he grew weary of you: Now, I am 
conſident, 
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24 Love's Laſt Shift ; Or, 


Poem, for the the Malice of ſome few, 2 


rous Temper more admire it. 
Nar. Nay, what ſhe faid, I muſt confeſs. had much 
. Criticks ridiculing Prince 


the Colffee- 
Arthur ; for 1 pleaſing Diſappointment in 
reading you ; and * 4 Un r 
ſhan't diſlike you for a few Faults. 
Y. Vi. Then, fince 


you have 
good Opinion, ler me beg of ou, 
to 


lat Nigke of „ | 
Nar. Whit T ye mean 2 2 8 
Y. War. To marry you to-morrow, Madam. 
Nar. me! Who put that in your Head 
Y. Wor. Some {mall Encouragement which my 
* 

1 


5 
Hopes 
can be 


mov'd to love a Man, to kiſs, and toy with him, and 
ſo forth? _ | 


have form'd, Madam. 
| Nar. Hopes! Oh, Inſolence ! D'ye think 


N Collia's _ no Noiſe but her ſoft trem- 
bling Words, and broken Sighs, that plead in vain for 
Mercy. And now a trickling Tear down her 
lowivg Cheek, which tells the happy Lover at length 
ſhe ields; yet vows ſhe'd rather die. 3 
to unexperienc'd Joy. Embracing her. 

Hil What Raptures, Mr. - orthy ? 
J. War. Only the Force of Love in imagination, 
Madam. 
Nar. O Lord! dear Couſin! and Madam | let's be 
gone, I vow he grows rude ! Oh, for Heav'vs lake! L 
ſhan't 
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The Fool in Faſhion. 25 


ſhan't ſhake of my fright theſe ten Days: O Lord! I 
will not ſtay—Be gone! for I declare I loath the fight 


J. #or. I bope you'll ſtand my Friend, Madam. 

Hil. I'll get her into the Garden after Dinner. [ Exeunt. 
. Wor. I find there's nothing to be done with my 
Lady before Company; tis a ſtrange affected Piece ! — 


But there's no fault in her 1000 J. a Year, and that's 


the Loadſtone that attracts my Heart ——_—,;The Wiſe 
and Grave may tell us of ſtrange Chimzra's called Vir- 
tues in a Woman, and that they alone are the beſt Dow- 
ry ; but, faith, we younger Brothers are of another 


Mind. 


Women are chang'd from what they were of old, 
Therefore let Lovers fill this Maxim hold, 
She's only Worth, that brings her Weight 82 


— 


ac r 
The SCENE, 4 Garden belonging to Sir 
William Wiſewood's Houſe. 

Hil. pe te Rs ! 20 ere 
„ SIE. ty: ForT 
og Lon 
the ſame. Your Beauty, like S 


be blind, I'll open his Eyes.—1I vow, Sir Novelty, you 
Men of Amour are ſtrange Creatures: You think no 
Woman worth your while, unleſs you walk overa Ri- 
val's ruin to her Heart: I know nothing has encoura- 
ged your Paſhon to my Couſin more, than her Engage- 
ment to Mr. Worthy. 

Hit. 


26 Love's Laft Shift; Or, 
Hil. Poor Creature, now is ſhe angry ſhe ha'n't the 


Addreſs of a Fop I nauſeate. [A de. 
Sir Nov. Oh! Madam, as to that, 1 hope the Lady 
will cally diinguiſh the 8 of her Adorers. Tho” 


J muſt allow Mr. Woreby is infinitely the Handſomer 
Perſon ! 


Nar. O! fie, Sir Nowelty, make not ſuch a prepoſte- 
rous Compariſon ! 

Sir Now. Oh! Ged! Madam, there is no Compariſon ! 

Nar. Pardon me, Sir! he's an unpoliſh'd Animal! 

Sir Nav. Why does your Ladyſhip really think me 
tollerable ? 

Hil. So! ſhe has ſnapt his Heart already. [ Aſa. 


Sir Now. Pray, Madam, how do I look to-day ?— 


What, curſedly ? I'll warrant, with a more helliſn Com- 
xion than a ſtale Actreſs in a Morning. II don't 


„Madam: — Tis true — the Town does talk 


of me, indeed; but the Dev'l take me, in my 
mind, I am a very ugly Fellow ! 

Nur. Now you ate too ſevere, Sir Nowe/ty ! 

Sir Nv. Not I, burn me: For Heav'n's fake deal 
freelv with me, Madam ; and if you can, tell me— 
one tolerable thing about me? 

il. "Twou'd poſe me Fm ſure. Li. 

Nar. Oh! Sir Novelty, this is vnanſwerable ; 
hard to know the brighteſt part of © 

Sir New. You'll make me bluſh, ſtop my Vitals, Ma- 


dam—1I'g:d, I always faid ſhe was a Woman of Senſe. 


Strike me dumb, I am in love with her IIl try 
her farther. Le.] But, Madam is it poſſible I may 


vie with Mr. #orthy?—— Not that he is any Rival of 


mine, Madam; for I can aſſure you, my Inelinations 
lie where, perhaps, your - - 

Hit. So! now Iam rid of him 

dir Nov. But pray tell me Madam ; for I really love 
a ſ:vere Critick: I am ſure you muſt be hos © 
more happy Genius in D. eſs: For my part, I am but a 
Sloven. 

Nar. He a Genius! unſufferable! Why, he dreſſes 
worſe than a Captain of the Militia : but you, Sir Ne- 
welty, are a True Orignal, the very Pink "7 Faſhion ; 
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ago, in a Coat with Buttons no bigger th 


to you Gentlemen that make Campaigns 


The Foo! in Faſhion. 27 


F'll warrant you there's not a Milliner in Town but has 
got an Eſtate by you. 2 
Sir Now. | muſt confeſs, Madam, I am for doing 
good to my Country : For you ſee this Suit, Madam.— 
I ſuppoſe you are not ignorant what a hard time the 
Ribband-Weavers have had fince the late Mourning : 
Now my Deſign is to ſet the poor Rogues up again, 
by recommending this ſort of Trimming: The Fancy 
is pretty well for Mourning. By the way, 
Madam, [ had fifteen hundred AAN 
Hard, as a Gratuity to encourage it: g re- 
fus d em, being too well acquainted with the Conſe- 


uence of taking a Bribe in a National Concern ! 
— 71 2 52 oh 3 Fong indeed, Sir Novelty ! 


But how if it ſhould not take ? 
Nar. Ridiculous! Take! I warrant you in a Week 
the whole Town will have it; tho”, „ Mr. e 


thy will be one of the laſt of em: He's a mere Yale 
de Chambre to all Faſhion ; and never is in any till his 
Betters have left them off. 


i]. There, I muſt confeſs you out do him, Sir Nove/ty. 
Sir Novelty. Ch, Dear Madam, why mine are not above 
three Inches diameter. 


Hil. But, methinks, Sir Nov Ay, your Sleeve is a 


little too extra 


Sir Nav. Nay, Madam. there you wrong me ; mine 
does but juſt reach my Knuckles, but my Lord Ower- 
do's covers his Diamond Ring. 

Hil. Nay. I confeſs, the Faſhion may be very uſeful 

: for ſhou'd 


you unfortunately lo'e an Arm, or fo, that Sleeve might 
be very convenient to hide the Defe& on't. 
Sir Now. Ha! I think your Ladyſhip's in the right 
on't, Madam. [Hinz his Hand in his Sleeve. 
Nar. Oh! fuch an Air! ſo becoming a Negligence ! 


Upon my Soul, Sir Novelty, you'll be the Envy of the 


Beau Monde. | | | 
Hil. Mr. Forthy ! A gon They were thrown away up- 
| 2 on 


28 Lovz*s Laſt Shift ; Or, 


on him ! But you, Sir, are an Ornament to your Clothes. 

Sir Nov. Then your Ladyſhip really dads they are 
— Bien Entendue ! 

Hil. A Marveil, Nonſicur. 

Sir Now. She has almoſt as much Wit as her Cou- 
fin.——lI muſt confeſs, Madam, this Coat has had a 
univerſal Approbation ; for this Morning I had all the 
eminent Taylors about Town at my Levee, earneſtly 
petitioning — the firſt Meaſure of it: Now — * 
if you thought it would oblige Mr. Worthy, I wou'd let 
his Taylor hare it before any of 'em. 

Narr. e 1 
think twou' d be a great Piece of Good Nature; for I 
declare he looks as rough as a 2 — 


Prithee, Sir Newvelkty, let's at 
Sir Nov. O Ged! 1 1 


Why, you know he can't help it.—Let's take no no- 


tice of him. 
Hil. Wretched Coxcomb ! Lade. 


EI. Wor. I find my Reſolution is but vain, my Feet 
have brought me hither againſt my Will: But ſure I can 
command my Tongue, which I'll bite off e er it ſhall 
ſeek a Reconciliation. Still ſo familiar there! But tis 


no matter, I'll try if I can wear Indifference, and ſeem 


as careleſ; in my Love, as ſhe is of her Honour, which 
ſhe can py pen fe Facade 
fitts to let a Fool thus play with it. - Ladies, your 
humble Servant. 

Hil. Now can't I forbear fretting his Spleen a little. 
Lede. ] Oh! Mr. Worthy, we are admiring Sir Nowe/- 
ty. his new Suit: Did you ever ſee fo ſweet a Fan- 
<y? He is as fell ef Varigy as © good 

El. oh TCP J = 
dam: and a great deal of Satyr, and 
no doubt, may oblige both. che Stage and the Town, 

eſpecially the Ladies. 

Hil. So! N [Alde. 

Sir Nav. O Ged! Nay, prithee, Tom, you know my 
Humour.— Ladies! Stop my Vitals! 1 Aon believe 


there are five hundred in Town that ever took any no- 


tice of me. : EI. Bar 


— 0 


= Ui 


The Ice in Faſhion. 29 


El. Wor. Oh, Sir, there are ſome that take fo mech no- 
tice of you, that the Ion takes notice of them for't. 

Hil. t works rarely. E778 

Sir Nov. ijow. of them, Tom, upon my Account ? 
O Ged, I v ou'd not be the ruin of any Lady's Repu- 
tation, for the World. Stop my Vitals I'm very forry 
for't : Prituee, name but one that has a favourable 
Thought of me; and to convince you that I have no 
Deſign upon her, I'll inſtantly viſit her in an unpow- 
der'd Periwig, 

El. War. Nay, ſhe I mean, is a Woman of Senſe too. 

Sir New. Phoo ! Prithee, Pox, don't banter me! "Tis 
impoſſil le! What can ſhe ſee in me? 

EI. Mer. Ou, — ny, , This La- 
dy will inform „ou. Come, Ill introduce you. 
[Pulls bim. 
Sir Nev. O Ged, no! Prithee ! Hark you in your 


Ear! — I am off of her! Demme, if 1 bent ! I am, 


flop my Vitals ! 
El. War. Wretched Rogue! [ 4fde.] PFihaw ! no mat- 


ter; III reconcile you. Come, Madam. 


Hil. Sir! 
El. Wer. This Gentleman humbly begs to kif your 
Me He needs not your Recommendation. Sir. 


EI. Wir. True! a Fool recommends himſelf to your 


Sex, and that's the reaſon Men of common Senſe live 


1 War. A Friendly Office, ſeeing your Fault is Ill 
ature. 

Hit. Believing more than we have, is pitiful. —You 
11 loath, and ſcorn him. 


wrong my . 
El. Wir. He need not; the World will do it for him, 
while you keep him Company. 
Hit. I dre nafect & ws the Werld. 
B 3 EL. Vor. 


30 Love's Laſt Shift ; Or 


El. Wir. Then why not to me? 
Hil. To ſatisfy you, were a Fondneſs I never ſhould 
forgive myſelf. 
Et. War. To perfift i in it, is what In ne'er forgive. 
Hi!. Infolence ! Is it come to this? Never fee me more. 
El. Wer. | have loſt the fight of you already; there 
hangs a cloud of Folly between you and the Woman I 
once thought you. 


{4s Hillaria is going off, enter Young Worthy. 


V. Wor. What to our jelues in Paſſion we propoſe ; 
The Paſſion ceafing, dies the Purpoſe liße, 

Madam, therefore pray let me engage you to lay a 
little till your Relentment is over, that you may fee 
whether you have reaſon to be angry, or no. 

Sir New. ito Nar.) Pray, Madam, who is that Gen- 
tleman ? 
Narr. Mr. Warthy's Brother, Sir, 2 no 

mean Parts, I can aſſure you. 


a v Periwi 

8943 is an Affront 
to my 1 1 

Y. War. T to reſign Reputation to the mer- 
cilefs Vanity of a Fool, Ge og ian of dis Love. 

Hit. Tis queſtioning my Conduct. 

T. War. Why. you let him kiis your Hand laſt Night. 
before his Face. 

Hil. The Fool diverted me, and I gave him my Hand, 
as I would lend my Money, Fan, or Handkerchieftoa Le- 
gerdemain, that I might fee him play all his Tricks over. 

J. Ver. O Madam! no Ju 1299 
for while you look his Folly in the Face, be fieals away 
your „„ 
your Pocket. 

2" way Fools indeed are dangerous. 5 

or. I grant you, your Deſign is only to laugh at 
him; fey qd bp Papal) = finds out : Therefore you 
muſt expect he w. Il tell the World another Story; and 
in ten id one but the Conſequence makes you repent of 
your Curioſity. 


Hl. 


The Fool in Faſhion. 31 

H;jl. You ſpeak like an Oracle: I tremble at the 
Thoughts on't. | 

7. Wir. Here's one ſhall reconcile your Fears 

Brother, I have done your Buſineſs: Hillaria is con- 


* vinc'd of her Indiſcretion, and has a Pardon ready, for 


your aſking it. 

EL Mer. She's the Criminal; I have no occaſion for it. 
7. Mar. See, ſhe comes toward you; give her a civil 
Vi ord at lealt. : | | 

Hil. Mr. Warthy, I'll not be behind hand in the Ac- 
knowledgment I owe you: I freely confeſs my Folly, 
and forgive your harſh Conſtruction of it: Nay, I'll not 
condemn your want of Good Nature, in not endeavour- 
ing, (as your Brother has done) by mild Arguments to 
convince me of my Error. 

El. War. Now you vanquiſh me! I bluſh to be out- 
done in generous Love ! I am your Slave, diſpoſe of me 
as you pleaſe. RS 

Hi/. No more ; from this Hour be you the Maſter of 
my Actions, and my Heart. . 

El. Wir. This Goudneſs gives you the Power, and I 
obey with Pleaſure. 

T. War. So! I find I ha'n't 'd to no purpoſe. 
Well, Madam, if you find him guilty. of Love, een let 
to-morrow be his Execution-Day ; make a Huſband of 
him, and there's the extent of Love's Law. 

El. War. Brother, I am indebted to you. 

T. Ver. Well. I'll give you a Diſcharge, if you'll 
but leave me half an hour in private with that Lady. 

Hil. How will you get rid of Sir Novelty. 

Y. War. I'll warrant you ; leave him to me. 

Hil. Come, Mr. Worthy, as we walk, I'll inform you 
how I intend to ſacrifice that Wretch to your Laughter. 

EI. Wor. Not, Madam, that I want Revenge on fo 


32 Love's Laſt Shift ; Or, 
Y. War. Pray, 2 7-5" 
in private with you. Sir, if you pleaſe. | 
Te Sir Novelty, awho is taking Snuff. 
Sir Nov. Ay, Sir, with all my Heart. 
Y Wer. Sir | [Ofering bis Box 
Sir Nav. Nay, tis right, I'llafſure you. [Offering bis Box. 
Y. Wer. Ay, Sir ;—but now the Lady would be alone. 
Sir New. Sr? 
F. Wer. The Lady wou'd be alone, Sir. 
Sir Neu. I don't hear her fay any ſuch thing. 
Y. Wor. Then I tell you fo, and I wou'd adviſe you 


Y. War. In ſhort, Sir, your Company is very unſea- 


Sir Now. L can tell you, Sir, if you have no more Wit 
than Manners, the Lady will be but ſcurvily entertain'd. 
Nar. Oh, fie, Gentlemen; no quarrelling before a Wo- 


3 Well, I vow, Love's a pleaſant 
ing of Throats once. O Gad I'd 


the D 
a little Flattery: There's 
*Sdeath ! What a Piece have I to 


Nar. Come, Gentlemen, one at a time. Sir Ne 
what have you to ſay to me? | ; 
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The Fool in Faſhion. 33 
Sir Nov. In the firſt place, Madam, I was the firſt Per. 
fon in England that was complimented with the Name 


of Bean, hich is a Title 1 prefer before Right Ho. 
nourable : For that may inherited: but this I extort- 
. by my ſurpriſing Mien, and 
unexampled G 
Nar. So, Sir! 

Sir Nov. Then another thing, Madam : It has been 
— that I have been eminently 2 


many 
Veer, us ever the lippmg or meking Trade di 
ae bs thee 60 
me 


Ire 


1 — a better Opportunity 
: For between every At—Whiſk—1I 


gone from one ta th'other : Oh! what Pleaſure 'tis, at 
29 eee 


Xe Few DI Milam, oaks par turning me 
at once: Aubence an se Ha bee. 
nary Buſineſs, or a ſine Woman to go to at leaſt: And 


34 Love's Laſt Shift ; Or, 


Sir Now. Then every body will i I have beentir'd 
with it before; or that I am j Who talks to Who in 


1 — Wok, EE. do I take more pains | 
lick Reputation, than ever any [ady 


nd after the -Pox, to recover her Completion. 

Nay. Well, but to the Point: What have you to ſay 
to me, Sir Novelty ? 

T. Wor. Now does the expe& ſome Compliment ſhall 
out-flatter her Glaſs. 

Sir Nov. To you, Madam ?—Why, 1 
ing all this to you. 

Nar. To what End, Sir ? 

Sir Nov. Why, all this | have done for your ſake. 

Nar. What Kindneſs is it to me ? 


Sic Nov. "Tis a 
confeſs ; I think — if Tell « Lady wk the 
thou'd love me. 

Nay. Hang him! he's too conceited ; he's fo in love 
with himſelf, be won't allow a Wome the have Comfort 
of a cold Compliment. ———Well, Mr. ry. 

1 ir. Why, Madam, I have obſerved ſeveral 


8 that Thave prey or 


Head ;—your 8 — + nw — 
our ſatyrical Smile; — your bluſhing | Vat he 
;—yourdemure Look; —the care Heals, ſhe 
less Tie of your Hood ;—the genteel Flirt F imitates in 
of your Fan ;—the deſign'd Accident in | dumb ers. 
_ yourlettingfall,andyour 
of receiving it from him that takes it up. 
[They both offer to take up her Fan; and in friving 
e Pu Warthy þ 7275 1 on his . 
r Nov. 55 himſelf. your Las 
will excuſe my Diſorder, Madam.—how now! * 
Eater 


ee ane & wwaees 
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The Fool in Faſhion. 
Enter a Fatma to Sir Novelty. 


hither, fore T came any 5 the tk I'm afraid wi 
— a get thro the Heeſe, Sir. 


- u 2 * 

f . 

| Sir Now As unwillingly as 
Occaſion 


| 


your | 

Soul I won't ſtir if you do——— 
[Y. Worthy ſees biz to the Door. 

T. Wir Nay then, Sir, your humble Servant. 80 
this was a lucky Deliverance. 

Nar. I overheard the Buſineſs —You ſee; Mr. Worthy, 
a Man muſt be a Slave to a Miſtreſs ſometimes, as well as 
e g poor Manage. , en, © 


Tl ge our Bites, an lie] hve any ng 
Day. | 
Nar. Had not we better conſider a little ? 
T. War. No, let's avoid Conſideration, tis an Enemy 
both to Love and Courage : 2 


36 Love *s Laſt Shift; Or, 
live to be old Batchelors, and young Fighters. No! no! 
we ſhall have time enough to conſider after Marriage.—- 
But why are you ſo ſerious, Madam? 
Nar. Not but I do conſent to-morrow ſhall be the Day, 
Mr. Worthy : but I'm afraid you have not lov'd me long 
enough to make our Marriage be the Town-talk: For 
"tis the Faſhion now to be the Town-talk ; and you know, 


one had as good be out of the World, as out of the Faſhion . 


Y. Wor. I don't knew, Madam, what you call Town- 


talk; but it has been in the News Letters above a Fort- | 


Nar. What, then you take 
Jeff's Powder, that 1 
T. Wor. Tis indeed aJefvit's Powder, for the Prieſts firſt 
invented it; and only abſtained from it, becaue they knew 
it had a bitter Taſte ; then gilded it over with a preten- 
ded Bleſling, and fo palm d it upon the 2 
. 
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2 us 3 ſometimes, we can't help 


75e Fool in Faſhion. 37 


Nay. Prithee don't ſcrew your Wit beyond the com- 

— 4 good Manners.— D' ye ye 771 3 1 to 

atrimon our railing againſt it you lit- 

—_ make you faſt a Week 

Y. Wor. Ay, but let me tell you, Madam, tis no * 

key to keep a Lover at athin Diet, in hopes to raiſe his 
Appetite on the Wedding-Night ; for then 
he larving to a Fraft, 

„ unconfin'd, we feed with eager haſte, 

Till ach 5 Mor ſel palls the Tafte. 
Marriage gives Prodigals a boundleſs Treaſure, 

| Who ſquander that, which might be laſting Pleaſure ; 
OED ACA Ee. 


ACT MM 
The SCENE Sir William Wiſewood*s Houſe. 


5 Y Dear, I have news for you. 


Hil. 1 gueſs at it, and fan won 4 be Stb. 
fied of the Particulars : Your Huſband is return'd, and, I 


upon 
Am. 'T Ti thet 3 wanted your Advice is : What think 


1 BY 


Hil. O! I admire it: Next toforgetting your Huſband, 
'tis the beſt Counſel was ever given you; for under the 


Diſguiſe of a Miſtreſs, you may now take a fair Advan- 
tage of indulging your Love; and the little 


| Hm. Will you never leave your mad Humour? 
Hil. Nor till my Youth leaves me ; why ſhould Wo- 
men effect j themſelves ? When we con- 


ignorance among 
verſe with — —̃ä VH— 


An. Nay, 1 dont think the worſe of you for what 
you 


38 Love's Laft Shift; Or, 


oa ſay ; For tis obſerv'd, that a bragging Lover, and 
= cver-thy Lady, are the fartheſt from what they would 


ſeem ; the one is as ſeldom known to receive a Favour, 


as the other to reſiſt an uni 

Hil. Moit Women have a wrong Tenſe of Modeſty, as 
„ 1 
meet, or run you are preſently thought 
a Coward, or an iil Woman. 1 

An. You ſay true; and tis as hard a matter, now a- 
days, for a Woman to know how to converſe with Men, 
as for a Man to know when to draw his Sword : For ma- 
ny times both Sexes are apt to over. act their Parts. To 
me the Rules of Virtue have been ever facred ; and Iam 
loth to break em by an unadviſed Undertaking ; There- 
fore, dear Hillaria, help me, for I am at a loG6....Can 


IN think you, my intended Deſign upon my Hul- 


— As how, # 

Am. . 
am not I acceſſary to his violating the Bands of Marriage ? 
For tho' I'm his Wife, yet while he loves me not as ſuch, 
I encourage an unlawful Paſſion ; and tho' the Ad be ſafe, 
yet his Intent is criminal : How can I anſwer this? 

Hil. Very eavly ; for if he don't intrigue with you, he 
will with ſome body elſe in the mean time, and I think 
you have as much Right to his Remains as any one. 

Am. Ay ! but Tam aſſured, the Love he wall 
to me is vicious : And 'tis uncertain that I ſhall prevent 
his doing worſe elſewhere. 

Hil. "Tis true, a certain Ill ought not to be done for 
an uncertain Good. But then again, of two Evils, chuſe 
the leaſt; and ſure tis leſs criminal to let him love you 
as a Miſtreſs, than to let _ hate = 32 you 
ſucceed, I ſuppoſe you will eaſily forgive your Guilt in 
the Undertaking. 

Am. To ſay truth, I find no Argument yet ſtrong e- 
nough to conquer my Inelination to it. But is there no 
„Think you of his knowing me ? 

Hil. Nat the leaſt, in my Opinion : In the firſt place 
8 believes you are dead: Then he has not 
ſeen you eight or ten Years: „„ 

ove 


conquer him as a Miſtreſs, 
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Ave ſixteen when he left you: This, with the Altera- 
tion the Small-Pox have made in you, (tho not for the 
worſe) I think, are ſufficient Diſguiſes to ſecure you from 


huis Knowledge. | 


Am. Nay, and to this I may add, the conſiderable A- 
mendment of my Fortune ; for when he left me, I had 
only my bare ointure for a Subſiſtance: Beſide my ſtrange 
manner of receiving him— | 

Hil. That's what I wou'd fain be acquainted with. 

Am. I expect farther Inſtructions from My. Wor eby 

Moment ; then you ſhall know all, my Dear. 

Hil. Nay, he will do you no ſmall Service: For a 
Thief is the beſt 'T hief-catcher. | 

| Enter a Servant to Amanda. 

Serv. Madam, your Servant is below, who ſays young 
Mr. Worthy's Man waits at your Ledgings with earueſt 
Buſineſs from his Maſter. | 
An. "Tis well. -Come, my Dear, I muſt have your 
Aſſiſtance too. 

Hil. With all my heart, I love to be at the bottom of 
a Secret: For they ſay, the Confidant of any Amour, has 
ſometimes more Fleaſure in the Obſervation, than the 
Parties concern d in the Enjoy ment: But, methinks, you 
don't look with a good Heart upon the Bufineſs. 

Am. I can't help a litle Concern in a Buſineſs of ſuch 
moment: For tho my Reaſon tells me my Deſign muſt 


proſper, yet my Fears ſay 'twere Happineſs too great — 
On! wo | 


! to reclaim the Man I'm bound by Heaven to love, to 
expoſe the Folly of a roving Mind, in pleafing him with 
what he ſeem'd to loath, were ſuch a ſweet Revenge for 
ſighted Love, ſo vait a Triumph of rewarded Conftancy, 


as might perſuade the looſer part of Womankind ev'n to 


forſake themſelves, and fall in love with Virtue. 
Re-enter the Servant to Hillaria. 

Sery. Sir Novelty Faſhion is below in his Coach, | 

and enquires for your Eadyſhip, or Madam Narcifſa. 
Hil. You know my Couſin is gone out with my Lady 

Tattle-t:ngue: I hope you did not tell him I was within ! 
Serv. No, Madam, I did not know if your Ladyſhip 

wou'd be ſpoke with, and therefore came to ſee. 
Hil. Then tell him 1 went with her. 


Hil. 


40 Lover's Laſt Shift; Or, 


Serv. I ſhall, Madam. [Exit Servant. 
Hil. You muſt know, wr Dn. have ſent to that 
Fury, Mrs. Flareit, whom this Sir Nowe/ty keeps, and 
have ſtung her to ſome with an Account of his ; 
82 Couſin: i he at 


I OOO 
N 
— 2 Oh 


my Dear, 2 — Fes, 

from the Garden. 
Re-enter the Servant, conducting Sir No 

Sir Now. Both the Ladies abroad, ſay you? Is Sir 


Iillieam within? 

Serv. Yes, Sir; if you pleaſe to walk in, I'll acquaint 
him that you expect him here. 
Sir Nav. Do 
me conſider what I have to fay to him Hold! In the 
firſt 


-— and in the mean time let 


place, his is in love with me! Wou'd I 
marry her? Noh ! Demn it, tis mechanical to marry | 
the Woman you love; Men of Quality ſhou'd always marry 
thoſe they never ſaw.—But I hear Young Worthy marries 


| 
upon which ſhe immediately rejefts Toung Worthy, and | 
me free acceſs to her! Good! What — | 


Enter Sir William Wiſewood. : 

Sir Wil. Sir Newelty, your Servant: Have you any 
Commands for me, Sir ? : 
Sir Now. I have ſome Propoſals to make, Sir, concern- | 


ing your Happineſs and my own, which, perhaps, will 


> ſurprize you. bs © weed, bs, 3 am agen the wore ola: 
of Matrimony. 
Sir Nil. Tis the beſt thing you can purſue, Sir, con- 
 fdering you have a good Eſtate. 
— But whom do you think I intend to marry ? 
Sir Wil, 
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Sir il. I can't imagine, Dear Sir, be brief, leſt your 
Delay tranſport me into a crime I wou'd avoid, which 
is Impatience, Sir, pray go on. 

Sir Nov. In fine, Sir, tis to your very Daughter, the 


fair Varciſſa. | 
Sir Vil. Humh ! Pray, Sir, how long have you had 
this in your Head ? 


Sir Nav. Above theſe two Rn 88 

Sir Nil. Very good! then you ha'n't ſlept upon't ? 

Sir Nav. No Fw ſha'n't ſleep, for thinking on't. 
Did not I tell you I would furprize you ? 

Sir il. O] you have indeed, Sir: I am amaz'd! 
I am amaz'd ! 

Sir Nev. Well, Sir, and what think you of my Pro- 

= 

Sir Nil. Why truly, Sir, I like it not: but if I did, 

tis now too late; my Daughter is diſpos'd of to a Gen- 


Sir Nov. Demme ! what an inſenſible Blockhead's this? 
Hold, Sir, D'ye hear ?——Is this all the Acknowledg- 
ment you make, for the Honour I deſign d you? 

Sir Wil. Why truly, Sir, tis an Honour that I am not 
ambitious of: In plain terms, I do not like you for a 
ie New. ſpealc to the Purpoſe, Sir: But 

ir Nav. Now you {peak to ir: i. 
R ng 
ir Mil. Why, in the f ce, Sir, ve too g 
Gr 2 1 
In the next place, you take ſuch an extravagant Care in 
the clothing your Body, that your Underſtanding goes 
naked for t: Had Ia Son ſo dreſs'd. I ſhou'd take the 
liberty to call him an egregious Fop. 

Sir Nzv. Tgad, thou art a comical old Gentleman, 
and I'll tell thee a Secret: Underſtand then, Sir, from 
me, that all young Fellows hate the name of Fop, as 
Women do the Name of Whore ; but, i gad, they both 
love the pleaſure of being ſo: Nay faith, and 'tis as 
hard a matter for ſome Men to be Fops, as you call 'em, 
as tis for ſome Women to be Whores. 


42 Love *s Laſt Shift ; Or, 
Sir 7. That's | 


the Coldneſs of my Lady Freelove's Inclination, but her 
Age and Wrinkles that won't let her cuckold her Huſ- 
band. And again, tis not Sir Jab Men dal's averſion 


to Dreſs; but his want of a fertile Genius, that won't 
let him look like a Gentleman : Therefore, in Vindica- 


tion of all well · dreſs d Gentlemen, I intend 


Egli Broby, that affefts to be a Beau, without either 


Genius or foreign Education, and to call it, in Imitation 
of another famous Comedy He Mon d if he Cou'd: And 
row, | think, you are anſwer'd, Sir. Have you any | 


Exceptions to my Birth or Family, pray Sir? 
Sir il. Yes, Sir, I have ; you — to be the Off- 


ing of more than one Man's Labour; for certainly no 


leſs a Dancing, Singing, and Fenci 
a Taylor, Milliner, — Peruke 
French Halit de Chambre, cou'd be at the begeiting of you. 


Maſter, with 


S* Now. All theſe have been at the finiſhing of me 


fiace I was made. Os 
Sir Mil. That is, Heaven made 
bave made a Monſler of you: And fo 
Sir Nav. Hark ye, Sir; am I to expect no farther 


Satisfaction in the Propoſals I made you ? 


farewel to ye! 


[1s going... 


Sir Wil. Sir, — nothing makes a Man loſe bimſelf like | 


Paſſion : Now I preſume are 
quently raſh upon a. Di — 


therefore to pre · 


ent Difference that ariſe by repeating my re- | 
Rib of 20m Suit, I do ns ink in convenient to hold. 


v 
any farther Diſcourſe with you. 


Sir Nov. Nay, faith, thou ſhalt lay to hear a little more 


of my Mind firft. 


Sir Wil. Since eſs Sir, I will rather bear 
with, than reſiſt 1 


Sir Now. I doubt, old Gentleman, you have ſuch a 


Torrent of Philoſophy running thro* your Pericranium, 
that it has waſh'd your Brains away. 
Sir Mil. Pray, Sir, why do you think fo ? 


Sir Nav. 


i Faith. Can't any Man be a 
Fop, or any Woman be a Whore, that has a mind tot? 
Sir Now. No, faith, Sir; for let me tell you, tis not 


to write a 
Play, where my chiefeſt Character ſhall be a downright 


aker, and a 


£ 
* 


ä.... won ans”: 
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Sir Now. Becauſe you chuſe a beggarly, unacountable 
ſort of Younger Brother:ſh Rake-hell for your Son in- 
law, before a Man of Quality, Eſtate, good Parts and 
Breed:ng- Demme. 

Sir i Truly, Sir, I know neither of the Perſons to 
whom theſe Characters belong; if you pleaſe to write 
their Names under 'em, parkags 1 may wil you if they 
be like or no. 

Sir Nev. Why then, in ſhort, I wou'd have been your 
Son-in-law ; F Warthy be- 
fore me. Now are your Eyes 

Sir Mil. Had I been blind, Sir, you might have been 
my Son-in law; and if you were not blind, you wou'd 
not think that I my Daughter for Young 222 
His Brother, I think, may deſerve her. 

Sir Now. Then you are not jealous of Young Worthy ? 


Hemh! 


Sir Wil. No really, Sir, nor of you neither. 

Sir Now. Give me thy Hand : * very happy. 
ſtop my Vitals! for thou do ſt not ſee thou art blind: Not 
jealgus of Young Worthy ? Hal ha! How now! 
Eiter Sir Novelty's Servant, with a Porter. 

Fer. Sir, here's a Porter with a Letter for your Ho- 
nour. 

Porter. I was order d to it into your own Hand, 
Sir, and expect an Anſwer. ” 

Sir Now. reads.] P Novelty, the furc d 
Indifference I have ſbeaun you. and let me recompence ur 
paſt Suffer ings with an Hours Converſation after the Play, 
at Roſamond”s Pond, where you will find an hearty Wel- 
come to the Arms of your Narcifla !—U 
pineſs! The Arms of your Narcifſa ! T cad, and when I 
am there, I'll make myſelf _ Faith, I did not 
tink the wes th ths mee nolidee' But | don't queſtion, 


good mind not to go, faith! Yet, hang it, I will; tho', 


only to be reveng'd of this old Fellow ! Na ay, I'll have the 


pleaſure of making it : For | will give her 
the Mufick, and draw all — of my 
Triumph ! Where i is the Lady ?—— [Te the Porter. 
Porter. — © 
0. 


there are five hundred more in her Condition. have 2 
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Sir Nav. Enough; tell her I will certainly be there. 
[Exit Porter. ] Well, old Gentleman! then you are re- 
folv'd I ſhall be no kin to you ? Your Daughter is diſ- 
poſed of: Humh! 

Sir Wil. You have your Aniwer, Sir; you ſhall be no 
kin to me. 

Sir Nev. Farewel, old Philoſophy : And d'ye hear, I 

wou'd adviſe you to ſtudy nothing but the Art of Pati- 
ence: You may have an unexpected Occaſion for it. Hark 
you ! wou'd not it nettle you damnably to hear my Son 

call you Grandfather. | | 

Sir il. Sir, —notwithſtanding this Prevecation, I am 
calm; but were I like other Men, a Slave to Paſſion, I 
ſhou'd not forbear calling you Impertinent! How | ſwell 


with riſing Vexation !—Leaveme, leave me; go, Sir, 


go, get you out of my Houle. [ angrily} 
Sir Nov. O! have a care of Paſſion, dear Diogenes : 
Ha! ba! ha! ha! | 
Sir il. So! [Sighing.] At laſt I have conquer d it: 
Pray, Sir, oblige me with your Abſence, [:aking off his 
Hat. ] I proteſt I am tired with you ; pray leave my 
Houle. | | —_ [Submiſſively 
Sir Naw. Demn your-Houſe, your Family, your An- 
ceſtors, your Generation, and your eternal Poſterity. [ Exit. 
Sir il. Ah !—.\ fair Riddance : how I bleſs myſelf, 
that it was not in this Fool's Power to provoke me beyond 
that Serenity of Temper which a wite Man ought to be 
Maſter of: How near are Men to Brutes, when their un- 
ruly Paſſions, break the Bounds of Reaſon? And of all 
Paſſions, Anger is the moſt violent ; which often puts 
me in mind of tl at admirable Saying, | 
He that jt: ves not to ſtem his Anger's Tide, 
Does @ mud Hirſe without a Bridie ride. 


The SCENE changes to St. James's Park. 

Enter Young Warthy and Loveleſs, as from the Ta- 
Y. Wor. What a ſweet Evening 'tis ? — Prithee, Ned, 
let's walk a little. Look how lovingly the Trees are 
joia'd, ſince thou wert here, „ 
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this Walk for the private Shelter of forbidden Love 
[Several croſſing the Stage] Look, here are ſome for 

ing uſe of the Conveniency. 

L». But. hark ye, Friend, are the Women as tame 
and civil as they were before | left the Town ? Can they 
endure the Smell of Tobacco, or vouchſafe a Man a 
Word with a dirty Cravat on? 

J. Mir. Ay, that they will; for keeping is almoſt 
out of Faſhion : So that now an honeſt Fellow, with a 
— need not fear a Night's Lodging for 

e good 


Fellowſhip. 
Low. If whoring be fo 'd, methinks 


| poorly encourag 
the Women ſhou'd turn honeſt in their own De Y 


F. Wor. Faith, I don't find there's a Whore the leſs for 


it; the Pleaſure of Fornication is ſtill the ſame ; all the 


difference is, Lewdneſs is not fo barefac'd as heretofore. —- 
Virtue is as much debaſed as our Money ; for Maiden- 
heads are as ſcarce as our mill'd Half Crowns; and faith, 
Dei Gratia is as hard to be found in a Girl ot Sixteen, 


as round the Brims of an old Shilling 


Lev. Well, I find, in ſpite of Law and Duty, the Fleſh 
will get the better of the Spirit. But I fee no Game yet. — 
Prithee, ill, let's go and take t other Bumper to enliven 

| that we may come down-right to the Buſineſs. 

F. Ver. No, no; what we have in our Bellies already 
by the Help of a little freſh Air, will ſoon be in our Peri- 
craniums, and work us to a right pitch to taſte the Plea- 
ſures of the Night. 

Lov. The Day, thou mean'ſt; my Day always breaks 


at Sun-ſet. We wiſe Fellows, that know the Uſe of L'fe, 


know too that the Moon lights Men to more Pleaſure 


than the Sun ;—the Sun was meant for dull Souls of Bu- 


ſineſs, and poor 


tha: have a mind to ſave Candles. 


T. Wir. Nay, the Nizht was always a Friend to Plea- 


ſure, and that made Diana run a whoring by the light 
of her own Horns. 
Lov. Right. And, prithee, what made Daphne run 


away from Apol lu, but that he wore fo much Day-ligit 
at his Ears. | 

Y. Vor. Ha! Look out, Ned, there's the Enemy be- 

fore yon | 


La ve · 
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Love. Why then, as Cæſar ſaid, Come follow me 


{Exit Loveleſs. 

Y. Wor. hope tis his Wife, whom I deſir d to meet 
me here, that ſhe might take a View of her Solder be- 
fore ſhe new mounted him. [ Exit. 
| | Enter Mrs. Flareit and her Maid. 

Ma. I wender, Madam, Sir Novelty don't come yet: 
I am ſo af aid he ſhou'd fee Narciſſa, and find out the 
trick of your Letter. 

Fla. No! no: Narci/a is out of the way: I am ſure 
he won't be long; for ! heard the Hautboys, as they paſs'd 
by me, mention his Name : I ſuppoſe, to make the In- 
more faſhionable, he intends to give me the Muſick. 

Ma. Suppoſe he take you for Narciſſa, what Advan- 
mf {> - 4 tad it? 

I ſhall then have a juſt Occafion to quarrel with 
him for his Perfidiouſneſs, and fo force his Pocket to 
make his peace with me: Beſide, my Jealouſy w. Il not 
| let me reſt till 1 am reveng'd. 

Ma. Jealouſy! why, I have often heard you ſay, you 
loath'd him. 

Fla. "Tis my Pride. not Love, that makes me jea- 
lous: For, tho' I don't love him, yet I am incens d to 
think he dires love another. 


Ma. See! Madam, here he is. and the Muſick with him. 


Fla. Put on your Maſk, and leave me. [They Ma ſt. 
Enter Sir Novelty 21h the Mufict. 
Sir Nov. Here, Gentlemen, place yourſelves on this 
Spot, and pray oblige me with a Trumpet Santa. 
This taking a Man at his firſt Word is a very new way 


of preſerving Repwa: ton, ſtop my Vitals, —nay, and a 


ſecure one too; for now may we enjoy and grow weary 
of one another, before the Town can take avy notice of 
us. [Flareit mating t9rvards him.] Ha! this muſt be 


ſhe —! ſuppoſe, Madam, you are no ſtranger tothe Con- 


tents of this Letter. 
F.a. Dear Sir, this place is to» publick for my Ac- 
knowledgment, if you pleaſe to wich lraw to 2 more 
rivate Conveniency. [Excnunt. 
[The M. prepare to . ani all arts of Pesple ga- 
ther «but it. 
F, ter 


r — * 
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Enter at one Door Nar. Hil. Am. Fl. Worthy, and V. Wor- 


thy; at awther,Loveleis and Snap, who talk ty the. 
EL. War. What ſay you, Ladies, ſhall we walk home- 
wards ? It begins to be dark. 
Y. Ver. Prithee, don't be ſo impatient, it's light enough 
to hear the Muſick, I'll warrant ye. 
Am. Mr. Worthy, you promis d me a Sight I long for : 
Is Mr. Lowe/e/s among all thoſe ? 
ir. That's he, Madam, ſurvey ing that maſk'd Lady. 
Am. Ha! Is't poſſible ! Methinks I read his Vices in his 
Perſon ! Can he be inſenſible, ev'n to the (mart of pinch- 
ing Poverty? Pray, Sir, your Hand :— I find my ſelf 
diforder d. It troubles me to think I dare not ſpeak to 
him after ſo long a Separation. 
Y. Her. Madam, your ſtay ing here may be 


therefore let me adviſe you to go home, and get all things 


in order to receive him: About an hour hence will be a 
convenient time to ſet my De ſign a-going ; till then, let 
me beg you to have a little Patience: Give me leave, 
Madam, to ſee you to your Coach. | 
An. I'll not trouble you, Sir; yonder's my Couſin Vel. 
$red, I'll beg his Protection. [Exit. 
[The Muſick plays: after which Nar. ſpeaks. 
Nav. I vow 'tis very fine, conſidering what dull Souls 
our Nation are; I find 'tis a harder matter to reform 
their Manners, than their Government or Religion. 
EI Wor. Since the one has been ſo happily accompliſh'd 
I know no reaſon why we ſhou'd deſpair of the other; I 
in a little time to ſee our Youth return from Travel, 
big with Praiſes of their own Country. But come, La- 
dies the Muſick's done, I ſuppoſe; ſhill we walk? 
 Nar. Time enough; why you have no Taſte of the 
true Pleaſure of the Park: Il warrant you hate as much 
to ridicule others, as to hear yourſelf prais'd: For my 
part, I think a little harmleſs Railing's half the Pleature 
of one's Life. | | 
El. Wor. I don't love to create my ſelf Enemies, by 
obſerving the Weakneſs of other People ; I have more 
Faults of my own than I know how to mend. 
Nar. Protect me: Huw can you ee ſuch a Medley of 
human Stuff a: are here, without venting your Spicen ?— 


Wir 


- 
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in all the Colours of the Spring ? 
EI. War. Pray, who is ſhe, Madam? 


Why look there now is not it comical, to ſee that 
wretched Creature there with her autumnal Face, dreſs d 


Nay. A Thing that won't believe herſelf out of date, 


tho” ſhe was a known Woman at the Reſtoration. 


Y. Wor. O! I know her, tis Mrs. Ho/dout, one that is 


proud of being an 


Hil. Pray who's that impudent young Fellow there ? 
EI. Ver. Oh! that's an eternal Fan-tearer, and a con- 
ſtant Perſecutor of Womenkind : He had a great Miſ- 


Original of faſhionable Fornication, 
and values herſelf mightily for being one of the firſt * 
Miſtreſſes that ever kept her Coach publickly in Exgland. 


fortune lately. 
Nar. Pray, what was it? ; ' 
El. Wor. Why, im preſuming to cuckold a 
Dutch Officer, he had his Fore-teeth kick d out. 


1 There's anocher too, Mr. Worthy : Do you know 
im ? 


Y. Wer. That's Beau Noi ; one that brags of Favours | 


e 
Hen ** 


from my Lady, tho' refuled by her Woman; that ſups - 
with my Lord, and borrows his Club of his Footmen ; | 


that beats the Watch, and is kick'd by his Companions ; 
that is one day at Court, aud the next in Goal ; that goes 


to Church without Religion, is Valiant without Courage, 


Witty without Senſe, and Drunk without Meaſure. 
El. War. A very compleat Gentleman! | 
Hil. Prithee, Couſin, who's that over-ſhy Lady there, 


that won't ſeem to underſtand what that briſk young | 


Fellow ſays to her? 


Nar. Why, that's my Lady Shlove: The other cere- 


mon:0us Gentleman is her Lover. She is ſo over modeſt, 
that ſhe makes it a Scruple of ſhifting herſelf before her 
Woman, but afterwards makes none of doing it before 
her Gallant. | 

Ur. Hang her ſhe is a Jeſt to the whole Town : 
For tho' ſhe has been the Mother of two By-blows, ſhe 


endeavours to appear as ignorant in all Company, as if 


me did not know the diltinQtion of Sexes. 
Nur. Look, look! Mr. Harthy 1 vow, there's the 


Counteſs | 


; 


U 
* 
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Countes of ker out of her Diſhabillce, in a high Head, 


1 Tis as great a Wonder to ſee her out of a 
Coach, as out of Debt. or 

Nay. Or out of Countenance. 
T. V. That, indeed, ſhe ſeldom changes; for ſhe is 
never out of a Maſk, and is fo well known in't, that when - 
f ſhe has a mind to be private, ſhe goes barefac d. 
4 Nar. Bot come, Couſin, now let's ſee what Monſters 
| the next Wa affords. 

* Il;r. With all my heart: tis in our way home. 
T. Was. Ladies, nd don your Pardon for a Mo- 
i ment, vonder comes one | have a little Buſineſs with, 
i If Aach it immediately, and follow you. 
Hil. No, n. 
8 Nar. You may, if you C ; but, I ſuppoſe, 
„„ „% 

a by bs — you conclude 'is a Woman's Buſneks 


quick Diſpatch 

4 wok” e 1 
BZBuſineſs: If it diſpleaſe you, condemn me to an eternal 

Abience. 

El. Wor. Come, Madam, let me be his Security. 
Nar. I dare take your Word, Sir —— 
[Exeunt El. Wor. Hil. and Nar. 

1 Enter Sly, Servant 1 Young Worthy. 
T. War. Well! how goes Matters? Is ſhe in a Rea- 
dineſs to receive him. 
| Sly. To an Hair, S:r ; every Servant has his Cue, and 
all are impatient till the Comedy 
| F. Wer. Stand aide a little, and let us watch our Op- 


a. : * (:o a Maſt.) Enquire about half an Hour hence 
3 
re 


. * 


J 


KB. 


Number Two, at the Gridiron. 
Maſt. To-morrow with all my heart. but to- night I 
een lee 


man | 
| Snap. What, will you leave me for a Mutton-chop t 
for that's all he'll give you, I'm ſure. 
MA. You are miſtaken, faith, he keeps me. | 
Snap. „* 2 IT" ogy 
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too, if no body likes ee Hark you, 
Child, prithee, when was your Smock waſh'd ? 

Maſe. Why doſt thou pretend to freſh Linnen, that ne- 

ver wore a clean Shirt but of thy Mother's own waſhing ? 
[Goes from him. 

Love. What, no Adventure, no Game, Snap? 

Snap. None, none, Sir; I can't with any, from 
the Point Head-Cloths to the -Guard Whore. 
Tee. What a Pox! ſure the Whores can't ſmell an 
empty Pocket ? 

Szap. No, no, that's certain, Sir, they muſt ſee it in 
our Faces. 

Shy. (to Loveleſs.) My dear Boy, how ist? Tgad, I am 

thou art come to Town: My Lady ex you 
d I have thee : 
till ſhe ſees you. 


above an Hour ago, and I amov 
Come, come, come | ſhe's impatient 
Snap. Odſbud, Sir, follow him, he takes you for another. 
Lowe. F'gad, it looks with the face of an 1C,--—_ 
Rx wo Dom tad fark, you may $0 n 
» ay, now it's dark, un- 
9. 1 * Pare you may g0 
Love. That's what 1 would do. | 
longs to ſee thee ; and ſhe is a curi- 
! ſuch Eyes! ſuch Lips !— 


n Soul on fire ! 
Love. [ Afide.] The Bogus moves gue: 


impatient ! 
Pa... Come, come, the Key, the Key, the Key, you 


Rogue ! 
Snap. O Lord! the Key, the Key! [Afde. 
Love. The Key: Why ſh—ſh—ſh—ſhou'd yo—yo 

you have it? 


Sh. Ay, ay! quickly, give's it! 

Love. Why, —what the Devil—ſure I ha'n't loſt it: 
Gal op Sue Cv n 

55. Oons, ne er ſtand fumbling ; if you have loſt i 
we muſt ſhoot the Lock, I think. * 
Lewe. I'gad, and ſo we muſt, for I ha'n't it. 
$/yz. Come, come along, follow me. 
Love. Snap ſtand by me, you. Dog. 
Snap. Ay, ay, Sir. [Exeunt Sly, Love, 2 

ar. 


between em ak, the Tip of & will 
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Y. Wor. Ha! ha! the Rogue managed him moſt dex- 
terouſly : How greedily he chopt at the Bait ? What the 
Event will be, Heav'n knows ! _—_ 


and fince he is ſafe, I'll venture to divert 8 
with the Story. Poor Amanda, thou well d 
ter Huiband : Thou wer't never in thy Bades. 


vours to reclaim him : And faith, how long 
a Deſpair has worn thee, 


avere pits now thy Hepes ſhou'd not fueceed, 
| This new Attempt, is Love's Laſt Shift indeed. 


ACT WW. 
The S CE N E continues. 


Enter El. Worthy, V. Worthy, Hillaria, and Narciſſa. 
El. Wor. E LL, Ladies, I believe tis time for us 
2 . 

Hil. No, me engage you to lay a longer : 
Yonder comes Sir Novely and his Milk, in 
of the Deſign I you pray a patience, 
and you will ſee the Effects on't. 
EL Ver. With all my Heart, Madam. {They fand afide. 


Enter Sir Novelty, embracing Flareit, maſt'd. 
Sir Nov. GenerousCreature ! this is an unexam Con- 


deſcenſion, to meet my Paſſion with ſuch early Ki $. 
Thus let me pay my foft Acknow 
Ces ber Hand. 


Hil. You muſt know, he has miſtaken her for another. 
Fla. For Heav'ns fake let me go ; If Hillaris ou d 


— 


5 be at home before me, I am ruin d for ever. 


Nas. Hillaria ! what does ſhe mean ? 
Sir New. r 
while my Life and Fortune can 
Nar. O Gad, let me go: Does the i Creature 
r ee her Head - clothes. 
/. Oh! fie! Couſin, an ungenteel Revenge 
92 * 
2 4 
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Nay. Oh! Iam in a Flame. 

Fla. But will you never ſee that common Creature 
1 fuch homely 

Sir N.. Never ! never on Fare, 
after ſo rich a ' 

Fla. Nay, but you muſt hate her too. 

Sir Nov. That I did long ago. "Tis true, I have been 
led away ; but I deteſt a Strumpet: I am informed ſhe 
keeps a Fellow under my Noſe, and for that reaſon I 
would not make the Settlement I lately gave her ſome 
hopes of: But een let her pleaſe herſelf, for now I am 
wholly yours. 

Fla. Oh, now you charm me! . 

Sir Now. Will you be ever kind? 

Fla. Be ſure you never ſee Flareit more. 

Sir New. When I do, may this ſoft Hand revenge my 
Terjury. 

Fla. So it ſhall, Villain! 

[Serikes him a Box on the Ear, and unmaſts. 
Omnes. Ha! ha! ha! 
Sir Now. }lareit, the Devil! 
Fla. What will nothing but a Maid go down with you! 
thou miſerable conceited Wretch.—Foh, I'm a 
Pul: ! a Strumpet, noe worth your Notice! Dev], T be 
reveng 

Sir N. v. Damn your Revenge, I'm ſure I feel it. 

[ Hoiding 5˙2 Cheek. 

Nar. Really, Sir Novelty, I am oblig'd to you for your 
dies Thong of me, and your extraordinary Care of 
* N:.": death, ſhe here! expos'd to half the Town 
Well, I mu't brazen it out however! [Halls unconcern'd. 

Fla. What no Pretence no Evaſion now! 

Sir Now. There's no occaſion for any, Madam. 

Flu. Come, come, ſwear you knew me all this while. 

Sir M. No, faith, Madam, I did not know you: For 
if I had, you wou'd not have found me ſo furious a Lover. 

Fla. Furies and Hell! Dares the Monſter own his Guilt ! 
This is beyond all Sufferance ! Thou M retch, thou Thing, 
thou Animal, that 1 (to the everlaſting Forfeitu e of my 
336 
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| kneweſt me, twas doubted if thou wer't of Human Kind: 


And doſt thou think I'll ſuffer ſuch a Worm as thee to 
turn againſt me? No ! when I do, may I be curs'd to thy 


Embraces all my Life. and never know a Joy beyond thee. 


Sir Now. Why—wh—wh—what will your Ladyſhip's 
— 

„ Sir. 
that you may 


know whe ts find as whes your Fary is over.—You 
ice I am good-natur'd. [Walk by her. 

Fla. This Bravery's affected: I know he loves me: 
aud I'll pierce him to the Quick: . 
to fool him. 

Hil. Meth nks the Knight bears it bravely. 

Nar. | proteſt the Lady weeps. 

Y. Wor. She knows ee; Bs dana, I'll warrant you. 
E.. War. Ay, ay, the Fox is a better Politician than 
the Lion. 

Fla. (with Tears in her Eyes.) Now, Woman. LA.] 
Sir Novelty, pray, Sir, 29 

Fl "Ro for I find I have irrecoverably 

Fla. Before we ( 
A Before we part hr 1 fd that from this Hour, 
you ne'er will ſee me more, or make any new 
to deceive my eaſy Temper : For I find my Nature's 
e tho” to — 

— 


go ? 
Fla. raf. Sir , — gakk, 1 cxald dane 


[ crying. 
Sir Now. What is't that frightens you? 
C 3 Fla. 


54 Love*s Laſt Shift; Or, 

Na. Your barbarous Uſage : Pray let me go: 

Sir Now. Nay, if you are reſolv'd, Madam, I won't 
| preſs you againſt your Will. Your humble Servant; 
{ Leaves her ) and a happy Riddance, ſtop my Vitals ! 

[Flareit looks back. 

Fla. Ha ! not move to call me back ! So unconcern'd ! 
Oh! I cou'd tear my Fleſh, ſtab every Feature in this dull, 
decaying Face, that wants a Charm to hold him! Damn 
him ! I loath him too! But ſhall my Pride now fall from 
ſuch an height, and bear the Torture unreve 
. fire: and nothing but the Villain's 
Blood ſhall quench it. Devil, have at the. 

[Snatches Young Worthy' Sword, and runs at him. 

Y. Mer. Have a care, Sir. 

Sir Now. Let her alane, Gentlemen, I'll warrant you. 

[ Draws and flands upon his Guard. 


(ogy takes the Sword from ber, and holds her. 


Oh ! I ſhall choke with boiling Gall. 
FE. yy humh ! Let me go: FI have his Blood, his 
Blood, his Blood ! 
Sir Now. Let her come, let her come, Gentlemen. 
1. 7 N 


Fang - yon 1 May all the 
er | ve our eaſy dies Love, 
of undone Deſire 


ining & 
— black Soul lies bowling in Deſpair, 

74 to Hell, * do nr hve. [Exit. 
EL. Wor. , Sir Nowe/ty, you never lov'd this La- 
dy, if you are fo indifferent at parting. 

Sir Now. Why: — 1 i you the Truth, her 
ve tome 


my Life, La e it before. 
J. Methinks, Sir Novelty, you had very little reſpect 
Life, when you drew upon her 


ng'd? No, 


© 


- by O 
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Sir Nov. Why, what wou'd you have had me done, 
Madam, compiimented her with my naked Boſom: No! 
no! Look ye, Madam, if ſhe had made any Advances, I 
cou'd have di arm'd her in Second at the very firſt Paſs. — 
But come, Ladies, as we walk, I'll beg your Judgments 


in a particular nice Fancy, that I intend to appear in the 


firit Week the Court is quite out of Mourning. 
EJ. Wor. With all my heart, Sir Novelty.—Come, 
dies, [ think *twere Charity not to keep you up any longer. 
See the Coaches ready at St. Fames"sGate.[T, WW 2 
| E xeunt. 

Enter two Servants. The Sczus Amanda's Houſe. 


the Muſick ready ? 
2d Serv. It is, it is. Well! is he come? 


frong s the order'd ? Be fare you 


- 


this end ? | 
Snap. Tgad, Sir, I long to know.—Pray Heav'n we are 


not deluded hither to be ftarv'd. —Methinks, I wiſh I had 


brought the Remnants of my Dinner with me. 
04 Love. 


£6 Love's Laſt Shift ; 

Love. Hark ! ] hear ſomebody coming 3 
Naſcal; I wou'd not have you ſeen. 

Snop. Well, Sir, I'II line this Trench, in caſe of your 
being in danger. [Gets under the Tab. e. 

Love. Ha! this Night- Gown and Peruque don't lie 
here for nothing—I'll make myſelf agreeable—I have 
daulk d many a Woman in my time for want of a clean 
Shirt. | [Pats en on. 
Enter Servants with c—_— ; gs them a Man, then a 


Love. Ha ! a Su — fond i be as Video? If 
the meat be real, 1 believe the Lady may prove 
Fleſh and Blood. —Now am 1 damnably puzzled to 
know whether this be the, or not. Madam | Bows. 
Vom. Sir, ny Lady begs your pardon for a Moment. 
Love. Humh! her Lady: Good! 
Vom. She's * detained by ſome Female 
Vikters, which ſhe will Sd with all the haſte ima- 


In the mean time, be pleas'd to refreſh yourſelf 


with what the Houſe afford-.—Pray, Sir, fit down. 

Lowe Not alone, Madam, you mult bear me Company. 
Mom. To oblige you, Sir, I'll exceed my Commiſſion. 
Snap. (under the tabic.) Was there ever fo unfortunate 
a Dog. What the Devil put it in my head to hide my 


elf before Su pper ? Why this is worſe than being lock'd 


rere Wife : 
I ſuppoſe my Maſter will take as much care of me too, 
a: I hou'd of him, if I were in his place. 
Mon. Sir, my humble Service to you.  [Drink.. 
Love. Math, — Servant: PII pledge you 
Snap, when there's any Tu call you; In the 
mean time lie ſtill, d'y © ans [ Aſide tos 
Snap. I gad, Fl mit for myſeIFthen. : natches a Flaſt 
zn/een.] So, now, I am arm'd, Defiance to all Danger. 
Love. Madam, your Lady's Flealth. 
Snap. Ay, ay, let it go round, I ſay. (Drinks. 
Vom. Well, really, Sir. my Lady's very happy that 


me has got looſe from her Relations; for they were always 


| teizing her about you; But the defies em all now. 
Come, Sir, Succeſs to both your Wiſhes. (Drinks. 
Love. Give me a Glan; Methinks this Health inſpires 
me. 


— 


5. 


18917 mn 


Wien 


The Fool in Faſhion. 57 


me.—My Heart grows lighter for the weight of Wine.— 
Here, M dam, Proſperity to the Man that ventures 


molt to pleaſe her 
Vim. What think you of a Song to ſupport this Gaiety ? 
Love. With all my heart. 
A Son, here. | 
Love. You have oblig d me, Madam: Tgad, I like this 
Girl ! She takes off her Glaſs ſo feelingly, I am half 
ſuaded ſhe's of a thirſty Love: If her Lady don't 2 
little haſte, I find I ſhall preſent my humble Service to her: 
Enter a Servant, who — 4 Amanda's Woman. 


Ven. Sir, | aſk. your pardon, my Lady has fome Com- 


mands for me; I will return i 


Love. Your Servant— Methinks this is a very new 
Method of Intriguing ! 
Snap. for the old Way com- 


monly ended in a good But a Pox of Danger, 
fa —1 4 * you, Sir. 


ded owns, you Ga get drunk, and 


| Snap. It muſt be with a freſh Flaſk then; for this is 
i Supernaculum. ND 
"Li ;1 


e Cloſe, you Dog ſomebody coming : 
I on ths Onion This Wine has 


Enter Amanda hoſely dreſi d. | 
An. Where's my Love? O, let me fly into his Arms, 
and live for ever there. 


Love. My Life, my Soul! (Runs and embraces her.) By 
Heav'n, a tempting Creature! Melting, ſoft and warm. — 
2 Deſire.— On. that I cou'd 22 Face for ever 


Am. Look up, my Lord, and bleſs me with a tender 
Look; and let my talking Eyes inform thee how 1 have 
languiſh'd for thy Abſence. 
Love. Ler's rave, — — 
with the Raptures of untir d Love. 
8 Au. 


58 Love's Laſt Shift ; Or, 


Am. Bleſs me your Voice is ſtrangely alter'd! Ha! 
defend me! Who's this? Help! help! within there? 

Love. So! I am diſcover'd ! A Pox on my Tatling ! 
that I cou'd not hold my tongue till I got to her Bed- 


Chamber. 
Euter Sly, and other Servants. 


3 call Help, Madam? What's 
er! 
Am. Villain ! Slave! who's this ? What Ruffan have 


S). O Lord ! Dear Madam, Ideg your par- 
don: As 1 — — 'tis a Miſtake: I 
took him for 

Am. Be dumb! eternal Blockhead.—Here take this 
Fellow, toſs him in a Blanket, and let him be turned out 
of my doors immediately. 


"8. O pray! dear Madam; for Heav'ns ſake ; I am a 


ruin'd Man ———— 


Snap. Ah! Snap, what will W 


erer 
I have no hopes, but in my Maſters Impudence ! Hea- 
ven hen it. 

Am. I'll hear no more! Away with him ! [Exeunt the 
Servants with Sly. 

Lowe. A Man, Madam, did you not? 

Am. Not a , Gr: een 
and Title to that Welcome, which by Miſtake has been 
given to you. 

Love. Not an Huſband, I preiume? He wou'd not 
| have been fo privately conducted to your Chamber, and 
in the dark too! 

Am. 14 i was, Sir is not your 
amine: But, if you wou'd have civil Uſage, gone 
Love. To be ufed civilly, 2 There 
can be no Danger in fo fair a Creature ! 

Am. I doubt you are mad, Sir. 

Le. While my Senſes have ſuch luſcious Food before 
em. no wonder if they are in ſome Confuſion, each ſtri- 
to be foremoſt at the Banquet ; and ſure my greedy 


ving 
<a a 4 


n I expected — 


4a 
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190 be gray 
Snap. O Lord! wou'd I were a hundred Leagues off 
at Sea! 

Love. Then briefly thus, Madam: Know, I like and 
love you : Now, If you have ſo much Generofity as to 
let me know what Title my pretended Rival has to your 
Perſon, or your Inclinations ; the little Hopes I 
then may have of him, may make me leave 
your Houle ; If not, my love ſhall ftill you, tho 

to the hazard of my Life; which I ſhall not eafily reſign, 
white this Sevnd can gnned K, 

——— —— — << 


OE and i» do comes mins © welder 


Thoughts 
Heart, a Heart that muſt admire you more than he, be- 
cauſe my Paſſion's of a freſher Date. 


J. y 
Lows. If Love be Rudenefs, let me be impudent ; When 
we are familiar, Rudeneſs will be Love. No Woman 


2: you ſee your Power to charm, ſo chide me wich your 
Pity, Why do you thus cruelly *** 
own 


60 Love's Laſt Shift; Or, 


I own the Bleſling's worth an A 's Expectation ; but if 
refuſed till merited, tis a Debt. Wou'd you 
wr {7 of prog let looſe your early Kindneſs. 
12 inks your Count, Sir, while I know 
a Woman's early Kindneſs is as little ſign of her Genero- 
fity, as her Geneioſity is a ſign of her Diſcretion; Nor 
wou'd I have you believe I am fo ill provided for, that I 
need liiten to any Man's firſt Addreſſes. 
Tove. Why, Madam, wou'd you not drink the firſt 
time you had a "Thirſt ? 

Am. Ves; but not before I had. 

Love. If you can't drink yet you may kifs the Cup; 
and that may give you Inclination. 

Am. Your Pardon, Sir; I drink out of no body's Glaſs 
but my own: As the Man | love confiues himſeif to me, 
ow hulietics how ms wee to din. 

Love. That's a Cheat impoſed upon you by your own 
Vanity : For when your Back's turn'd, your very Cham- 
ber-maid ſips of your Leavings, and becomes your Rival. 
Conftancy in Love is all a Cheat; Women of your Un- 
derſtanding know it. LNA cnge doo 
when they are new; and to make em laiting we muſt 
often change. | 

Am. Suppoſe 'twere a freſh Lover I now expected? 

Lare. Why then, Madam, your Expectation's anſw er d: 
For I muſt confeſs, I det whe you the en-ah8 Aograin- 
rance, tho' fomewaere | have ſeen a Face not much un- 
like vou. Come, your Arguments are vain ; for they are 
ſo charmingly deliver'd, they but inſpire me the more, 
as Blows in Pattle raiſe the brave Man's Courage. Come, 
every thing pleads for me; your Beauty, W it, Time,Place, 
Opportunity, and my own Exceſs of burning Paſſion. 

Am. Stand off diſtant as the Globes of Heav'n and 
Earth, that like a falliag Star I may ſhoot with greater 
Force into your Arms, and think it Heaven to lie expi- 
ring there. [ Runs into his Arms. 

Snap. Ah! ah! ah! Rogue, the Day's our own. 

Love. Thou ſweeteſt, ſofteit reatureHeav'ne'erform'd: 
Thus let me tu ine myſelf about thy beauteous Limbs, 
"till ſtruggling with the Pangs of painful Bliſs, _ 
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and mute we yield to conquering Love; both vanquiſh'd, 
and both Victors. | 

Am. Can all this Heat be real? Oh. why has hateful 
Vice ſuch Power to charm, while poor abandon'd Virtue 
lies neglected ? [ aide. 

L:yve. Come let us ſurfeit on our new-born Raptures ; 
let's waken ſleeping Nature wich Delight, till ve may 
juttly ſay, Now! now! we live! 

A». Come on; let's indulge the Tranſports of our 
gy and bid Defiance to our future Change of 
Fate. Who waits there ? 

Enter Amanda's Woman. 

Am. Bring me word immediately if my Apartment's 
ready as I order'd it. O, I am charn'd, I nave found the 
Man wy tree One that can and dares maintain 
the noble Rapture of a lawle's Love: I own myſelf a 
Libertine, a mortal Foe to that dull thing call'd Virtue, 
that mere Diſeaſe of ſickly Nature. Pleaſure's the End of 
Life; and while I'm Miſtreſs of myſelf, and Fortune, 1 
will enjoy it to the height. Speak freely then, (nat that 
J love like other Women, the nauſeous Pleaſure of a little 
Flattery) but anſwer me like a Man that ſcorns a Lye ? 


Does my Face invite you, Sir? May I, from what you fee 


of me, propoſe a pleaſure to myſelf in pleaſing you. 
Love. By Heaven you may: I have ſeen all the Beau- 
ties that the Sun ſhines on, but never ſaw the Sun out- 
ſhin'd before; I have meaſur d half the World in ſearch 
of Pleaſure ; but not returning home had ne'er been 


happy. 

= Spoken like the Man I wiſh might love me. 
Pray Heaven his Words prove true. [ 4/:4+.] Be ſie you 
never flatter me; and when my Perſon tires you, confeſs 
it freely: For change whene'er you will, I'll change a 


ſoon. But while we chance to meet, ſtill let it be with 


raging Fire: No matter how ſoon it dies, provided the 
ſmall time it laſts, it burns the fiercer. 

Love, O! wou'd tlie blinded World like us agree to 
change, how laſting might the Joys of Love be? For thus 
Beauty, tho? ſtale to one, might tome here elſe be new; 
and while this Man were bleſt in leaving what he loath'd, 
another were new · raviſh'd in xeceiving what he ne'er en: 
joy d. Re iter 


62 Love's Laſt Shift ; Or, 
| enter Amanda's Woman. 
W:m. Madam, every thing is according to your Order. 
Love. Oh! lead me to the Scene of unſupportable De- 
light; rack me with Pleaſures never known before, till 


I lie gaſping with convulſive Paſhon : This Night let us 


be laviſh to our unbounded Wiſhes. 

Ci ve all our Stoc at once to raiſe the Fire, 

And revel to the height of looſe Deſire. [Exennt. 

Wm. Ah! what an happy Creature's my Lady now? 
There's many an unſatisfy 'd Wife about 'Town wou'd be 
glad to have her Huſband as wicked as my Maſter, upon 
the ſame Terms my Lady has him. Few Women, I'm 
afraid, wou'd grudge an Huſband the laying out his ſtock 
of Love, that cou d receive ſuch conſiderable Intereſt for 
it! Well !—Now ſhan't I take one wink of fleep, for 
thinking how they'll employ their time to night. 
Faith, I muſt liſten, if I were to be hang d for't. 

[ Liſtens at the Door. 

Snap. So! my Maſter's provided for, therefore it's time 
for me to take care of myſelf; I have no mind to be 
lock d out of my lodging; I there's room for two 
in the Maid's Bed, as well as my Lady's. This ſame 
Flaſk was plaguy ſtrong Wine ;—T find I ſhall ſtorm, if 
ſhe don't fairly. By your leave, Damſel. 

am. Bleſs me! who's this? O Lord! what wou'd 


you have? who are you? 

Snap. A eee 
my Maſter having already poſſeſſion of your Lady s. 

om. Let me go, or I'll cry out. 

Snap. Ye lye ; ye dare not diſturb your Lady; But the 
better to ſecure you, thus I ſtop your Mouth. | Kiſſes her. 

Vom. Humh!—Lord bleſs me! is the Devil in you, 
tearing one's Things ! 

Snap. Then ſhew me your Bed-Chamber. 

Wam. The Devil ſhall have you firſt. 

Snap. A'ſhall have us both together then: Here will I 
fix, (takes her about the Neck) juſt in this Poſture till to- 
morrow Morning, In the mean time, when you find 

your Inclination ſtirring, prithee give me a call, for at 
preſent I am very fleepy. [Seems to flee. 


Ven. 


Ye- 
till 
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in. Foh ! how he ſtinks. [be belebes.] Ah! what a 
Whif was there :—The Rogue's as drunk as a Sailor with 


 aTwelvemonth'sArrearsin his Pocket; or a Jacobite upon 


a Day of ill News. I'll ha” nothing to ſay to him. Let 
me ſee, how ſhall I get rid of him ?—-O! I have it! I'll 
ſoon make him ſober I'll warrant him : So-ho! Mr. What 


d'ye call um, where do you intend to lie to- night? 


Snap. Humh ! why where you lay laſt Night, unleſs 


you change your Lodging. 
— for onee I'll take pity of you ! make no 


The SCENE changes to a dark Entry, and 
they re-enter. 


Vom. Where are you? Lend me your Hand. 

Snap. Here! here! Make haſte, my dear Concupiſcence. 

Vom. Hold! ftand there a little, while [| open the Door 
gently, without waking the Footmen. 

[She feels about, and opens a Trap-door. 
Wam. Come along ſoſtly this way! 
Snap. Whereabouts are you ? 

Nin. Here, here, come ſtrait forward. 
[Ae goes forward, and falls into the Cellar. 
Snap. O Lord! O Lord! I have broke my Neck. 
oem. I am glad to hear him ſay fo, however, I ſhou'd 
be loth to be hang'd for him. How d'ye, Sir? 
Snap. D'ye Sir! I am a League under Ground. 

Ven. Whereabouts are you? 

Szap. In Hell, I think. 
Vom. No! no! you are but in the Road to it, I dare 
fay. Ah, dear, why will you follow lewd Women at 


this Rate, when they lead you to the very Gulph of De- 


ſtruction ? I knew you wou'd be ſwallow'd up at laſt. 


Ha! ha! ha! ha! 


Snap. Ah, ye ſneering Whore ! 
Val. Shall I fetch you a Prayer-Book, Sir, to arm 
you againſt the Temptations of the Fleſh ? Fea 
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Snap. No ! you need but ſhew your own damn'd ugly 
Face to do that Hark ye, either help me out, or 10 | 


my ſelf, and ſwear you murder'd me. 


om. Nay, if you are io bloody minded, good Night 


to ye, Sir. 


[She offers to ſput * this cw him, and be catches 


hoid on her. 
Snap. Ah! ah! ah! have I caught you? 1 gad, we'll 
1 ether now. 
O Lord! pray let me go, and I'l! do any thing. 
— And fo you ſhall before I part with you. 
[ Pulis her in to him. 
And now, Maſter, my humble Service to you. 
„V 


ACT v. 


The SCENE Sir William Wiſewoud's Ilauſe. 


Eater El. Worthy, V. Worthy, and a Lawyer with a 
| riting. 
El. Far. RE the Ladies ready? 
Y. War. Hillartia is zul gone up to haſten 
ber Couſin, and Sir William will be here immediately. 

El. Ver. But hark you, Brother! l have — of 
it, and pray let me oblige you not to purſue 1 vour Deſign 
on his ſive thouſand Pound: For, in ſhort, tis no better 
than a' Cheat, and what a Gentleman ſhou'd ſcorn to be 


guilty of. Is it not ſuthcient that I conſent to your 


w.onging him of his Daughter? 

Y. For. Your Pardon, Brother, I can't allow that a 
Wrong: For his Daughter loves me : Her Fortune, you 
know, he i. nothing to do with ; and it's a hard Caſe 
a young Voman wall not have the Diſpoſal of her Heart. 
Love's a Fever of the Mind, which nothing but our own 
Wishes can aijuave; and I don't queſlion but we ſhall 
find Marriage a very cooling Cordial.—And as to the 
five thouſand Pound, tis no more than what Le en- 
deavour d to cheat his Nicce of. 

E!. War. What d'ye mean? I take him fre honeſt 
Man I T. Wir. 


| 
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Y. V.. Oh ! very honeſt! as honeſt as an old Agent to 
a new rais d Regiment.—No, faith, III fay that for him, 
he will not do an ill th ng, unleſs he gets by it. In a word, 
this ſo very honeſt Sir Milliam, as you take him to be, has 
offer d me the refuſal of your Miitrefs ; and upon Conditi- 
on I will ſecure him five thou'and Pound upon my Day 
of Marriage with her, he will ſecure me her Perſon, and 
ten thouſand Pound, the remaining part of her Fortune! 
There's a Guardian for ye ! what think ye now, Sir? 

El. Wor. Why, I think he deſerves to be ſerv d in the 
fame kind! I find Age ard Avarice are inſeparable! 
therefore e en make what you can of him, and I will ſtand 
by you. But hark you, Mr. Ferge, are you ſure it will 
ſtand good in Law, if Sir M 7;liam figns the Bond? 

Law. In any Court in Exgiand, Sir. 

El. Wir. Then there's your fifty Pieces; and if it 
ſucceeds, here are as many more in the ſame Pocket to 
anſwer em: But, mum,—here comes Sir W;/liam and 
Enter Sir William Wiſewood, Hillaria, and Narcifla. 
Sir Vi. Good-morrow, Gentlemen ! Mr. Wzrthy, I 
ive you joy! Odſo! if my Heels were as light as my 
eart, I ſhou'd ha” much ado to forbear dancing. 
Here, here, take her Man, [Gig him Narciſla's Hand.] 
ſhe's yours, and fo is her Thouſand Pound a Year, and 
my Five thouſand Pounds ſhail be yours too. . 

Y. Ver. You muſt aſk me leave firſt. [4/de. 

Sir Vi. Odfo! Is the Lawyer come? 

E/. Hor. He is, and all the Writings are ready, Sir. 

Sir Vi Come, come, let's ſee, Man ! what's this? Odd! 
this Law is a plaguy troubleſome thing ; for now-a-days it 
won't let a Man give away his own, without repeating the 


_ Particulars five hundred times over; when, in former 


times, a Man might have held his Title to Twenty-thou- 


| ſand Pounds a year, in the compaſs of an Horn- book. 


Law. That is, Sir, becauſe there are more Knaves now- 
a-days, and this Age is more treacherous and diſtruſtful 
Sir Wil. That is, Sir, becauſe there are more Lawyers 


than heretcfore. But, come, what's this, prithee ? 


Law. Theſe are the old Writings of your Daughter's 
Fortune 


6 Love's Laſt Shift; Or, 


Fortune ; this is Mr. Warthy's Settlement upon 
and this, Sir, is your Bond for Five thouſand Pounds to 
him : There wants nothing but filli up the Blanks 
with the Parties Names ; if you 
unmediately. 
Sir i. Do ſo. ; 
Lav. May I crave Daughter's Chriſtian Name 
the reſt I know, Sir. OP 
Sir Vil. Narciſſa: Prithee make haſte. _— 
T. War. You know your Buſineſs.— [A de to the Law. 
Law. I'll warrant you, Sir. [Sits to write. 
Sir Wil. Mr. /Zorthy, methinks your Brother does not 
reliſh your Happineſs as he ſhou'd do: Poor Man! I'll 
warrant he wiſhes himſelf in his Brother's Condition ! 
T. W:r. Not I, Fl aſſure you, Sir. 

44 Niece ! Niece! have you no pity ? Prithee 
u 
— he loves you, or — have fre- 
quented my Houſe ſo often ! D'ye think his Brother cou'd 
not tell my Daughter his own Story without your aſſiſ- 
tance? Pſhaw-waw ! I tell you, you were the Beauty that 
made him fo affiduous : — 1 
Hand, and he'll ſoon your Heart, I'll warrant 

you : Come, ſay the 1 
Hil. What, to make my ſelf miſerable, Sir! marry a 
Man without an Eſtate ! 


Sir Wil. Hang an Eſtate! true Love's beyond all 


Riches. *Tis all Dirt, mere Dirt !—Befide, ha'n't you 
Fifteen thouſand Pounds to your Portion ? 

Hi. I doubt, Sir, you wou'd be loch to give him your 

hter, tho” her Fortune's 


Sir Vil. Odd, if he low d her but half ſo well as he 


loves you, he ſhou'd have her for a word ſpeaking. 
* Zut, Sir, 5 
ar. You ſee, Mr. Worthy, what an extraordinary 
kindneſs my Father has for y = 
Y. Wor. Ay, Madam, 0 But 
J hope, with a little of your aſſiſtance, we ſhall be both 
able, very ſhortly, to return it. 
Nar. Nay, I was always ready to ferve Hilaria : For 
Heav'n 


her j= | 


Sir, Pll do't 
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him a little ! Odd ! he's a pretty young Fel- | 
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Heav'n knows, I only marry to revenge her 
my Father; I cannot forgive his off ring to ſell her. 

Y. Wor. Oh. you need not take ſuch pains, Madam, to 
conceal your Paſhon for me ; you may own it without a 
Bluſh, upon your Wedding-day. 

Nar. My Paſſion ! when did you hear me acknowledge 
any ? If I thought you cou'd believe me guilty of wah a 
weakneſs, tho afier I had marry'd you, I wou'd never 
look you in the Face. 

Y. Wor. A very pretty humour this, faith ? Afar. 
What a world 14 Sins have we two to an- 
ſwer for : For ſhe has told more Lies to conceal her Love, 
than I have ſworn falſe Oaths to promote it. Well, 


67 
to 


Madam, I'll content myſelf with your giving me leave 


to love. 
Nar. Which if I don't give, you'll take, I 
Hil. Well, Uncle, I won't promiſe you, but PI 


to Church and fee them marry'd ; when we come 


— TALE you where you leaſt think 


0 Wiz. Why, that's s well faid !—Mr. Worthy, now ! 
now's your time! Odd ! I have fo fir'd her, tis not in 
her power gn by gy eee ] war- 


Lawyer, have you done? Is all ready? 

Law. All, Sir ! This is your Bond, Mr. Wirth : 
Will you be pleas d to ſign that firſt, Sir? 

Sir Mil. Ay, ay, let's fee: The Condition of this Obli- 
1 [Reads.] Hum, um— Come, lend me the Pen.— 

here, —Mr. Verthy, Tn 

to you, and Heaven ſend you a good Bargain. —Niece, 
will you witneſs it ? [wwbich / ſhe dies] —Come, Lawyer, 
your Fiſt too. [ Lawyer witneſſes it. 
Law. Now, Sir, if you af tas the Jointure ? 
El. Vor. Come on.—Sir William, 1 deliver this to you 
for the uſe of your Daughter. Madam, will you give 


yourſelfthe trouble ? 3 
once more — 


68 Love? Laſt Shift ; Or, 
Come, Sir,—[The Lawyer dres the ſame.] So, now let 
a Coach be called as ſoon as you pleaſe, Sir. 

Sir {/. You may ſave that Charge, I ſaw your own 
at the Door. i | 

EI. Wir. Your pardon, Sir, that wou'd make our Buſi- 
neſs too publick : For which reaſon, Sir William, I hope 
you will excuſe our not taking you along with us. 

* [Exit Servant. 
Sir l. Ay, ay, with all my Heart; the more Privacy, 
the leſs Expence. But pray, what tune may I expect 
you back again? For Amanda has ſent to me for the 
_ Writings of her Huſband's Estate: I fi e ſhe intends 
to redeem the Mortgage, and I am afraid ſhe will keep 
me there till Dinner- imme. 

Y. War. Why, about that time ſhe has obliged me to 
bring ſome of her neareſt | ricnds to be Witneſſes of her 
5 or evil Fortune with her Huſband : Methiuks I 

ng to know of her Succeſs ; if you pleaſe, Sir Mil- 
lim, we'll meet you there. 

Sir il. With all my Heart.— [ Enter @ Servant.] 
Well, is the Coach come? 

Serv. It is at the Door, Sir. | 

Sir il. Come, Gentlemen, no Ceremony; your 
time's ſhort. | 

E.. War. Your Servant, Sir William. 


| [Exennt El. Worthy, V. Worthy, Narcifſa and Hillaria. 


Sir Wil. So! here's five thouſand Pounds got with a 
wet Finger ! This tis to read Mankind! I knew a young 
Lover wou'd never think he gave too much for his Ni- 
fireſs? Well! if I don't ſuddenly meet with ſome Miſ- 
fortune, I ſhall never be able to bear this tranquillity of 
Mind. b [Exit. 


The SCENE changes to Amanca's Heuſe. 


Enter Amanda /o/a. 

Am. Thus far my Hopes have all been anſwer d, and 
my Diſguiſe of vicious Love has charm'd him ev'n to a 
madreſs of impure Deſire. But now I tremble to 
pull off the Maſk, lett barefac d Virtue ſhould fright him 
trom my Arms for ever. Yet ſure there are * in 

Virtue, 


EFI 
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| Now my Fears. 


The Fool in Faſhion. 
Virtue, nay, ſtronger and more pleaſing far than hateful 
Vice can boaſt of! elſe why have holy Martyrs periſh'd 


69 


for its ſake ? While Lewdneſs ever gives ſevere 1 


_—— Heav'n 
Heart, upon my Tongue the force of 
Truth and Eloquence, that 1 lure this wand ring 
Falcon back to Love and Virtue.— He mm 
my dreaded Taſk begins ! 
Enter Loveleſs in new Chthes. 
Am. How fare you, Sir? Dye not already think your 
ſelf confin'd ? Are you not tir'd with my eaſy Love? 
Lowe. O!] never! never! you have fo filld my 
with Pleaſure, paſt, that but to reflect on em, 
is ſti 1 the Bliſs muſt laſt 
while Thave Liter 


I am 
EET 1428 2 ee 2 
Wine are two very ſine Tunes, yet they make no Mu- 
fick, if you play them both kn frog ſeparately they 
raviſh us : Thus the Miſtreſs ought to make room for 
the Bottle, the Bottle for the Miſtreſs, and both to wait 
* That's generouſly fpok I ha 

Am. 's en— „na 

r you confeſs ſomething of a Man 
taat has known the World. ray give me 
leave to aſk you, of what Condition you are, and 


whence you came ? 
Love. Why, in the firſt place, Madam, —by Birth I 
» good Wine, and falſe 
Dice, almoſt a Beggar : But by your Servant's miſtakin 
ns. oa ever Love and Beauty mild 


wy One thing more, Sir ! Are you marry'd ?—— 
— 


Lowe. I was, but very young. 
Am. What was your Wife? 


Lowe. 
— 
0 = 


| Love's Laſt Shift ; Or. 


loving Thing, 4 
it impoſſible for a Man * 


— - | 
1 my Gaming, which ſhe 
5 Bat 1 fancy'd a Pleafare in it, which 
; for in one Month 1 loſt between 


471 Eſtate to 
; which I Tou d not do on this ſide 
"the Water, amidſt the Clamours of nfatiate Duns, and 
the more hateful Noiſe of a Wife. 

i. et Rs ao 


Lowe. Becauſe tis to no purpoſe : I am Maſter of more 
Philoſophy, than to be concern'd at what I can't help.— 
But now, Madam, pray give me leave to inform my 
ſelf as far in your Condition? 

Am. In a word, Sir, till you know me thoroughly, 
I muſt own myſelf a pertect Riddle to you. 

Love. Nay, nay, I know you are a Woman : But in 
what Circumftances, Wife or Widow ? 


2 . 


Love. 


—_— 
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Am. A Wife, Sir; a true, a faithful, and a virtuous | 


can 


: 
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a 
| n our Huſband ? 
| wa, by Tear! forkim, and only him, 


your Memo- 


above 


the W 

! Pray, M. dam. don't 
— 7 becauſe I fancy you don't re- 
what you d over Night! e 


me I ſhould be 


with your 


acquainted Condition, 
preſent that's what I had rather be inform'd of. 


„vou ſhall : But firſt, this 


{wer me with 3222 and 


way. You told 


71 
Love. Umh ! truly, Madam, your Story begins ſome- 
thing like a Riddle: A virtuous Wife, ſay you ? What, 


hed I ſuppoſe, by and r be will ate | 
| me to go to Church with her.— Faith, Madam, 
mind this Diſcourſe is a little out of the 


in my 


and at 
maſt be an- 


my 
you, do not ſpeak till you — — 


you wou d anſwer Heav'n at your lateſt Hour. 


Love. Your Words confound me, Madam ; 


72 Love's Laſt Shift ; Or 
to ſtruggle for its fatal Birth! What i ic I muſt anſwer 
ou? 
F Am. Give me your real Thoughts of Virtue, Sir: Can 
you belicve there erer was a Woman truly Mitre oft, 
or is it only Notion ? 
Lowe. Let me conſider, Madam. [Aide] What can 
this mean? Why is ſhe ſo earneſt in her Demands, and 
we he (rien. a6 8 tis Life depended upon m 
_— will reſolve her as I ought, as Truth and 
Reaſon, and the firange Occaſion ſeems to preſs me.— 
Mott of your Sex confound the very Name of Virtue; for 
they wou'd ſeem to live without Deſires; which, cou'd 
they do, that were not Virtue, but the Befect of unper- 


boaſt a V iftory when they have no Foe to conquer? Now 
ſhe alone gives the faireſt Proofs of Virtue, whoſe Con- 
Deſires, when Opportunity wou'd raiſe * : That ſuch a 
Woman may be found, 1 dare believe. 


Am. May I believe that from your Soul you ſpeak this | 


undiſſembled Truth? 

Lowe. Madam, you may. But ſtill you rack me with 
an Amazement ? Why am I aſk'd fo ſtrange a Queſtion ? 

Am. Ill give you Eaſe immediately.—Since then you 
have al'ow'd a Woman may be virtuous, — How will 
you excuſe the Man who leaves the Boſom of a Wife ſo 
d, for the abandon d Pleaſures of deceitful Pro- 
ſtitutes ? Ruins her Fortune! contemns her Counſel ! 
loaths her Bed, and leaves her to the ling'ring Miſeries 
of Deſpair and Love: While, in return all theſe 
Wrong:, ſhe, his poor forſaken Wife, meditates no Re- 
venge but what her piercing Tears, and fecret Vows to 
Heav'a for his Converhon, yield her: Vet ftill loves on, 
is conſtant and unſhaken to the lat! Can you believe 
that ſuch a Man can live without the Stings of Con- 
ſcience, and yet be Maſter of his Senſes! Conſcience ! 
Shox rave trndihe Chino of &? Whis & accom. nine 
tell you of your broken Vows ? 

Lowe. That you ſhou'd aſk me this, confounds my 


Reaſon And yet your Words are utter'd with foch » 


Nature, and no Praiſe to them ? For who can 
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Bag 


for ever 
e, Tam all rio, en Faith, ExpeBation, and con: 
— Be kind, be quick, and caſe my 
[ i Land on ap 8s \ fake, (Hal hate me noe 


Am. Fox ever blies d or miſerable, your next Breath 
n. e 
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and 


becauſe my 


and ruin'd 
1 N 


ill labour 
ſhall not 


iv'd thee of my Love, 


Soul ſo far. You 


which I now cannot offer as a Gift, 
* 4 | : 


mov dy / 


* 
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7222 makes you the undifputed Maſter 
K. 


reſolv d 


ou pleaſe to withdraw a while, 
H how fair a Fortune you are 


of Coe. Pin Re an ds Bl hens 6 
Lady has order'd Dinner at half an Hour after One, pre- 
ciſely. Look out ſome of the Red that came in laſt. 
[Tao of the Servants hal Snap and Amanda's Woman 
out of the Cellar. 

24 Sexy. Come, Sir, come out here, and ſhew your 


Face. 


1 . _— 

ery. „ Sir, who are you, was 

Buftekh, and dow; tn the lian, come yen tun? 
Snap. Why truly, Sir, the Fleſh led me to the Cellar- 

Door; but I believe the Devil puſh'd me in That 

Gentlewoman can inform you better. 

D 2 34 Serv. 


76 Love's Laſt Shift; Or, 


34 Serv. „Mrs. Jane, how came you two toge- 
an ID. | 


Iam. Why, rr me in. [Sobbing. 
234 Sery. But how the came he in? 

Men. He fe—fe—fe— fell in. 

24 Serv. How came he into the Houſe ? 
Mom. I don—do—don'c know. 

24 Serw. Ah! you are a Crocodile; I 
was the Reaſon ] cou'd never get a good Word from 
you: What in a Cellar too ! But come, Sir, we will take 
care of you, however. Bring him along, we will firſt 
— WE EEALSD CI- 
Snap. Nay, but Gentlemen ! dear Gentlemen. 


Enter Loveleſs, Amanda, Elder Worthy, Young Worthy, 
El. Wor. This is indeed a joyful Day ; we muſt all 


Am. Which while our Lives permit us to enjoy, we 
muſt ſtill reflect with Gratitude on the generous Author 
of it. Sir, we owe you more than Words can pay you. 
| _ Love. Words are indeed too weak, therefore let my 

Gratitude be dumb till it can ſpeak in Actions. 


what 


Y. Wor. The Succeſs of the Deſign I thought on. 


ſufficiently rewards me. 
Hil. When I reflect Amanda's paſt Afflictions, I 
cou'd almoſt weep to think of her unexpected Change of 


Fortune. 


repine ) 
Nay, ev'n my Brother being the firſt Adviſer of it, has 
aton'd for all the Looſeneſs of his Character. 


B i 


a 


ww ts ©) wor nd Of) es 
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EL Wir. Homk ! don's: 
. - T1 es, one, „Gentlemen! 
I hope, that 


Lowe. What not our Fellow-C 


EL Wor. 4 oy * — 8 


Eaſy ! Gay! Light! 
beg your Ladyſhip's — Madam, — 4. 
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78 Love's Laſt Sbift; Or, 


Sir Nov. Oh ! Madam, ſhe's s. 
Temple Beau! I ſaw em in a Coach 


Letter; 34 


Worthy does a thund"ring Jeſt in a Comedy, when the 
whole Houſe roars at it. 
Y. Wor. Pray, Sir. what occafion'd your Separation? 
Sir Nov. Why this, Sir :— You mutt know, ſhe being 
ſtill poſſefs'd with a Brace of implacable Devils, call'd Re- 
venge and Jealouſy, dogg d me this Morning to the Cho- 


g fooliſh Girl, that—(you'll excuſe me, Sir: which 
Tf fence deiiver's d the Maid of the Hooks, but 
whip! ſhe ſnatches it out of her Hand, flew at her like a 
Dragon, tore off her Headcloths, flung down three or four 
Sets of Lemonade glaſſes, daſh'd my Lord his Cho- 
colate in his Face, cut him-over the Noſe, had like 


V KOP my 
of Powder that ſhe had batter d out of the Beau's Periwigs, 
Ir. After which, I ſent a Friend to her with an 
o_ 1 222 
a ear during provid wou'd renounce all 
| Claims to me, and reſign my Perſon to my own Difpoſal 

E.. 1 you were a little too 
extravagant in your Settlement, confidering how the 
Price of Women is fallen. 

Sir M. Therefore [I did it, —to be the firſt Man ſhou'd 
raiſe their Price: For the Devil take me, the Women of 
the Town now come down ſo low, that my very Foot- 
man, while he kept my Place t other Day at the Play- 
houſe, carry'd a Maſk out of the Side-box with him, and, 
ſtop my Vitals, the Rogue is now taking Phyſick for 

Enter the Serwanys with 

1/ Serv. Come, bring him along 


there. 

Love. How now ! hah!Szap in hold? — I PIR 
the Buſineſs ; releaſe him, Gentlemen. 

t Serv. v. Why, an an't pleaſe you, Sir, this Fellow was 


taken in the with my Lady's Woman: She fays 
ke kept ber in by Force, and was rude to her: She 


n 
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Fortune. Well, my dear Rogue, mutt not I 
— AN ha ! s 


The Fool in Faſhion. 


n doing little 
w „Sir, imagining you were 

lefs with 9 I muſt confeſs I did commit Famili- 
arity with her, or fo, Sir. | 
Love. Then you ſhall marry her, Sir! No Reply, 


Marry her ! O Lord, Sir, after I have lain wich 
hy, Sir! how the Devil can you think a Man 


Spouſe, [She enters] here's my Hand, the reſt of my Bo- 
dy ſhall be forth comi Ah! little did my Maſter and 
I think laſt Night that we were robbing our own Or- 
chards. Ertan. 
ZI. Ver. Brother, ſtand upon your guard; here comes 
Enter Six William Wiſewoud. 

Sir Wil. Joy, Joy to you all. Madam, I 


late 


zive 
1 T. War. If you pleaſe, Sir: But I confeſs I have more 


than I deſerve already. 


Sir Mil. And art thou marry'd? 
T. Wir. Yes, Sir, I am marry d. | 
Sir Mil. Odſo, 1 am glad on't : I dare ſwear 
do'ſt not grudge me the 5000 J. a 
| . V. 


80 Love's Laſt Shift ; Or, 


7. Wor. Not I, really, Sir: You have given me all 
my Soul could with for, but the Addition of a Father's 
Bleſling. [ Kneels wich Narciſſa. 
Sir Wil. Humh ! what do'ſt thou mean ? I am none 
of thy Father. 
Y. Wor. This 


gel up pride peep Gs, 1 bays. 


Sir Mil. Prithee prithee get ! thou art ſtark 
mad! True, I delieve, 


11 may be my Daughter : Well, 


T. Mer. If ſhe be not, I'm certain ſhe's my Wife, Sir. 

Sir Nil. Humh ! Mr. Worthy, pray, Sir, do me the 
Favour to help me to underſtand your Brother a little 
Do you know any thing of his being married ? 

El. Wor. Then, without any abuſe, Sir M illiam, he 
marry'd your Daughter this very Morning, not an Hour 


advis'd you to it ? 

F. Wor. Our mutual Love, and your Conſent, Sir ; 

which theſe Writings entitling her to a thouſand Pounds 

a Year, and this Bond, whereby you have oblig'd your 

ſelf topay me five thouſand Pounds on our day of Mar- 
are ſufficient Proofs of. 


Ar Wil. He, he ! I gave your Brother ſuch a Bond, 


Sir ? 

F. War. You did ſo; but the Obligation is to me : 
Look there, Sir. 

Sir #71. Very good ! this is my Hand, I muſt con- 
feſs, Sir: And-what then? 


T. War. Why then, I expect my five thouſand Pounds, 
Sir: Pray, Sir, do you know my Name? 


Sir Wil. op tet ng Yor oY Sir; I am fure it was Wor- 


and Zack, or Tom, or Dicl, or ſomething. 
2 Y. Wir. No, Sir, I'll ſhew you-—'tis Milliam; look 
—.— Sir : | You ſhou'd have taken more care of the 
Lawyer,” as that fill'd up the Blank. 
El. Vor. So, now his Eyes are open. 
Sir WL And have you marry 'd my Daughter againſt 
my Conſent, and niet me out of ie thoutnd Ted 


Hil. 


o, Sir. 
. Wi!. Pray, Sir, whoſe Conſent had you ? who 


rr 2k. © 


lf ther? 
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Hil. His Brother, Sir, has married me too with my 
Conſent. and I am not trick'd out of five thouſand Pounds. 
Sir Mil. Inſulting Witch! Look ye, Sir, | never had a 
ſubſtantial Cauſe to be angry in my Life before: But now 
J have Reaſon on my fide, I will indulge my Inclination 
moſt immoderately : I muſt confeſs, I have not Patience 
to wait the flow Redreſs of a tedious Law-ſuit ; therefore 
am reſolved to right myſelf the neareſt way Draw, 
draw, Sir: You muſt not enjoy my five thouſand Pounds, 
tho” !] fling as much more after it, in procuring a Pardon 
for killing you. [They hold him.] Let me come at him! 
3 n 1 him ! I'll broil 
eat him! a Rogue! a ! a curled ? 
a cut-throat, murtherin x Dog! = 
EL. War. O fie, Sir William, how monſtrous is this 


Sir il. You have diſarm'd me, but I ſhall finda time 


R | 

. Think better on't Sir Vi W 
has marry d a Gentleman, and one whole Love incitles 
him to her Perſon. 88 


Paſſion? 


i Morning, than a gaming 

Lord after a good Night at the Groom Porter's, or a Poet 

the fourth Day of his new Play. I ſhall never be 
with paying it againſt my own Conſent, Sir. 

Hil. Yet you wou'd have had me done it, Sir William : 


Sir Nil. I muſt confeſs, this Girl's 


not expect ſuch Uſage from a Man of yourC 
TEES ; 
E/. 6 no other, Sir. Brother, 

you. | 
Love. Sir William, I have ſome Obligations to this Gen- 
tleman, and have ſo great a Confidence in your Daughter's 
Merit, and his Love, that ] here promiſe 


82 Lov e's Laſt Shift ; Or, 

Year, you we then Giiunly's in his being your Son-in- 
W. 
J. War. But fee, Brother, he has foreſtall'd your Pur- 


E! War. Mr. Loveleſs, you have been before-hand 
with me, but you muſt give me leave to offer Sir F://:am 
my joint Security for what you promis d him. 

Love. With all my Heart, Sir: Dare you take our 
Bonds, Sir William ? | 

F. Wor. Hold, Gentlemen! I ſhou'd bluſh to be oblig'd 
to that Therefore, Sir M illiam, as the firſt proof 
of that Reſpect and Duty | owe a Father, I here, un- 
aſk'd, return your Bond, and will henceforth expect no- 
thing from you, but as my Conduct ſhall deſerve it. 
Am. This is indeed a Act; methinks twere 


your Daugh 
n „ a 


of a 
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The SCENE draws, and diſcovers Love - 
ſeated on a Throne, attended with a 
Crorvs. 

FAME. 

41L Hail! wiforious Love l 

To whom all Hearts below, 

1 | 

Tk Sub ales. 

Che. Hail! 


Exter REASON. 


c 1 — = 
N — 
Love gives you but a. hort-liv'd Bliſs, 
But I beflow immortal Happineſs. 


LOVE. 
Rebellious Reaſon, talk no more ; 
Of all my Slaves, I thee abbor : 
1 __ Oy | : 
and reps 


To free the — Lag ph 
1 Che. In 2 _ 


A Martial Symphony. 
Eater HONOUR 
What Wretch, would follow Love's Alarms, 
When Honour's Trumpet ſo und to Arms ! 
Hark ! bow the warlike Notes inſpi 
| tnev'ry Breaſt @ glowing Fire | 


LOVE. 
Hark ! how it fwelh with Love and joft Def, 


| HONOUR: 
| Behold, behold the marry d State, 


— 


im the Folly of a wand"ring 


48 Lovz's LA; ; Or, 


| Enter MARRIAGE with bis Toles. 


% 14 thes wy Lene 

by di 

„. meſs ? 
And yet alas ! I lead a wretched Life 


o 


. 
Dean d to this gelling , —the Emblem of a Wife ! 
LOVE. 


My former — Þ 3 
. 7 OVE. 5 12 — 
Where fir ft fromis'd thee a happy Life, Nas 
There thou all find it in a virtnant Wife. Ex 6 
LOVEandFAME. N 
Go home, 9975 

| For all thy guilty Paſſion paſt ; | 


we can hope on Earth, 


I the chaſte Rapture of a virtuaus Love. 


F1NI Ss. 1 


T 9 
* 


a = F = ' = | = 3s : * , , 
2 : #- en, . 2 * : 133 10 F ; # 
4 a >, * ; ENG" * X56 ” — Ws © 1 


7 
5 
” - "3 CY 0 * _ * 
4 ” ERS . * QF a+ » 
22 1 - l 4 
—— - _ \ N 7 * * 1 
—_— — o : 6 - - » 89 
D, * ” "I. . a D 4 ** — s 
— * *%® ” 4 oy 
* * : 0 ? 
. = ; 3 * 4 : 
e l bp / G 7 - 6.2988 wa 
7 * A 2 — \ 's 
4 = * . * 
* 5 — 
» : : 1 „ * 


1 * FO 


a 


75 8 
2 2 | 2 df FA £0 4 
+ 4 ** — 


A 
— 
- 
\ 


e 


1 
» 
T 
* 47 | 


AX * % 
"7 | 

" ' 4 7 
ww =. 


- | 2 a 
' * 
1 A © 
5 ere 
£ * 


2 y ; 
n © 1 _ v7 N 41 * — 4 8 
4 ? Þ 
* y . 0 4 : * > 1 1 - 
- * ; 
* * * - o AS = l » _ \ h | * \ | 
k 4 p l \ - © R - 7 a » 
* * CY % of *, 4 : f 
y 4 = - q | 
, , 8 E 1 > ' -. * o * as F * * = 
: by »iþ \ "ff | l 1 2 4 
* 1 * 
U * - * N * ” 4 n l 
5 5 * 4 1 £ C — = 2 S . ” 
5 4 4 * q © . Pr „ = : 
4 ; \ £ N po . 4 K - >», 
" * . \ . a» 1 - . , * ry N 7 2 os 4 * ” _ * 
. * 1 — * 4 
. o / g 1 > > rf * *% C7 - - = 
*. * * wo "i 4 : 2 * . 0 oY 
1 1 P * N . mY = * y 5 ? Y A 4 . - - — 
= 5 P 4 * ry 5 
4 » ” . 2 1 — p - « "FE 5 
o - bo * % 4 p. = * 1 * 8 1 - * 1 1 2 d 4 ö 
* — ö 2 * 7 pe \ - - - y 
* - 7 7 4 4 ＋ Y 5 * * — Ia 5 0 1 * v y ” by 
— . = - 2 d . 
8 - a - * 1 5 7 ** . 7 ; 2 1 5 — 8 4 2 2 , 
. — 1 LS. - _ i 4 = 7 * ? 
* we o E - * « - ed * an? * 
* ua l k - 7 ' 
— 1 — - 


| a 
1 8 2 3 + 2”. Sel | 
<«. * = »yt 3 — : * * = S : 
„„ * ; 5 # 
» bs. "* 


6 % 5 * * L 


EST 2 


. \ 


